
DID YOU KNOW THAT ‘ 

® Adam and Eve both kept diaries^ 

® the Serpent made notes too? // 

® there is an American HeavenPn 
® every other race and nation has 
a Heaven too? 

® honesty may be the worst policy? 

® if you don't like New England 
weather, you should wait a minute? 
® in Nevada landslides have made 
legal history? 


All of these questions have been answered 
with a resounding YES by America’s greatest 
humorist. But these delightful stories and ar- 
ticles also reveal a Mark Twain who is' much- 
more than a writer of funny tales. He had the 
keen eye and sharp pen of the philosopher 
who saw and suffered with the foibles of his 
fellow men. ' ' , 

' ■ *' * * . 

Edmund Filler teaches Engfish at Kent 
School. He has written two • novels, A Star 
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Editoi^s Note 


« 

This book was planned to meet a long-standing need for 
an inexpensive, paperback edition to present the cream of 
Mark Twain’s shorter works, and excerpts from some of his 
longer books unavailable in this format. 

Because four of his well-known books can be obtained 
in paperbound editions (Tom Sawyer, Huckleberry Finn, 
Life on the Mississippi, and The Connecticut Yankee in 
King Arthur's Court) we have excluded these in order to 
offer a maximum from less readily available materials. 

Here you will find short stories and sketches, , essays and 
angry comments, speculations and reflections. The famous ’ 
travel books. The Innocents Abroad and A Tramp Abroad, 
are represented. Portions are included from Roughing It, 
his personal account of life in the Nevada Territory in the 
time of the silver boom. There are passages from Twain’s 
Autobiography, and there are some of his famous speeches. 

Mark Twain is a cornerstone of our authentic American / 
literature. So much has been written about him that we; 
have no desire to add to that still-growing body of study 
and analysis. Instead, we offer you an opportunity to meet 
him, whether for the first time or the fiftieth, in the whole 
range of his" moods. His hilarious laughter and his deep 
melancholy both are here, his vivid capturing of people and 
places at home and abroad, together with his indignations 
at man’s presumptions and injustices, and his troubled 
skepticism about man’s orthodoxies and pretensions. Every 
facet of Mark Twain is here. 

A' word should be said for the general reader or student 
today regarding Mark Twain’s attitude toward the Negro. 
In many of his stories, notably in Huckleberry Finn and 
the other tales about Huck, Tom, and the slave, Jim, the 



rord “nigBer" occurs. It is a word olleusive to present day 
Mte and comcience, regarded by many as admissible in 
luting only in the occasional necessities of factual authen-" 
icity, as in realistic dialogue. This is a problem wdely 
mcountered in all historical folklore, and in regional litera- 
ure, old or new. , . 

Twain’s use of the word is always within the frame of 
listorical, social-cultural authenticity. It was a part of the 
Eabric from which his materials were drawn. To tamper 
(vith it would be inadmissible and irresponsible, and actu- 
ally a mode of censorship. This issue was fought out re- 
cently in the New York school system, in a debate over the 
use ot Huckleberry Finn, and generated some interesting 
editorials and essays in support of that great book in its 
untampered form. 

More than the historical authenticity of the word in its 
context is involved. Twain was actually the first figure in 
American letters to project a Negro (Jim) in a full-scale, ■ 
rounded characterization as a human individual and not a 
type; Many have considered Jim to be co-hero of Huckle- 
berry Finn. 


Edmund Fuller 
October 1958 



1 Mark Twain — Story Teller 


The Man That Corrupted Hadleybw^ 


It was many years ago. Hadleyburg was the most honest 
and npri^t town in all the region round about It had kept 
that reputation unsmirched during three generations, and 
was prouder of it than of any other of its possessions. It 
was so proud of it, and so anxious to insure its perpetuation, 
that it began to teach the principles of honest dealing to its 
babies in the cradle, and made the like teachings the staple 
of their culture thenceforward through all the years de* 
voted to their education. Also, throughout the formative 
years temptations were kept out of the way of the' young' 
people, so that their honesty could have every chance to 
harden and solidify, and become a part of their very bone. 
The neighboring towns were jealous of this honorable su- 
premacy, and affected to sneer at Hadleyburg’s pride in it 
and can it vanity; but all the same they were obliged to 
acknowledge that Hadleyburg was in reality an incorruptible 
town; and if pressed they would also acknowledge that the 
mere fact that a young man hailed from. Hadleyburg was 
all the recommendation he needed when he went forth from • 
his natal town to seek for responsible employment. 

But at last, in the drift of time, Hadleyburg had the ill 
luck to offend a passing stranger— possibly without knowing 
it, certainly without caring, for Hadleyburg was s^cient.- 
unto itself, and cared not a rap for strangers or their opin-. 
ions. Still, it would have been well to make an exception ir 

From The Man That Corrupted Hadleybu ' 
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‘TO BE PUBLISHED; or, the right man sou^t out 
by private inquiry — either will answer. This sack con- 
tains gold coin weighing a hundred and sixty pounds 
four ounces — ” 

“Mercy on us, and the door not locked!” 

Mrs, Richards flew to it all in a tremble and locked it, 
then pulled down the window-shades and stood frightened, 
worried, and wondering if there was anything else she could 
do toward making herself and the money more safe. She 
listened awhile for burglars, then surrendered to curiosity 
and went back to the lamp and finished reading the paper: 

“I am a foreigner, and am presently going back to 
my own country, to remain there permanently. I am 
grateful to America for what I have received at her 
hands during my long stay under her flag; and to one 
of her citizens — a citizen of Hadleyburg — I am espe- 
cially grateful for a great kindness done me a year or 
two ago. Two great kindnesses, in fact I will explain. I 
was a gambler. I say I WAS. I was a ruined gambler. I 
arrived in this village at night, hungry and without a 
penny. I asked for help — ^in the dark; I wa? ashamed 
to beg in the light I begged of the right man. He gave 
me twenty dollars — that is to say, he gave me life, as 
I considered it. He also gave me fortune; for out of 
that money I h^ve made myself rich at the gaming- 
table. And finally, a remark which he made to me has 
remained with me to this day; and has at last con- 
quered me; and in conquering has saved the remnant 
of my morals: I shall gamble no more. Now I have 
no idea who that man was, but I want him found, and 
I want him to have this money, to away, throw 
away, or keep, as he pleases. It is merely my way of 
testif^g my gratitude to him. If I could stay, I would 
find hkn myself; but no matter, he win be found. This’ 
is an honest town, an incorruptible town, and I know 
I can trust it without fear. This man can be ide^Bed 
by the remark which he made to mi 
that he will remember it. 
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“And now my plan is this: If you prefer to conduct 
the inquiry privately, do SO: Tell fte contents of this 
present writing to anyone who is likely to be the right 
man. If he shall answer, T am the man; the remark I 
made was so-and-so,’ apply the test — to wit: open the 
sank, and in it you will find a sealed envelope contain- 
ing that remark. If the remark mentioned by the candi- 
date tallies with it, give him the money, and ^k no 
further questions, for he is certainly the right man, 

“But if you shall prefer a public inquiry, then pub- 
lish this present writing in the local paper — with these 
instructions added, to wit: Thirty days from now, let 
the candidate appear at the town-hall at eight in the 
• evening (Friday), and hand his remark, in a sealed 
envelope, to the Rev. Mr. Burges^ (if he will be kind 
enough to act) ; and let Mr. Burgess there and then de- 
stroy the seals of the sack, open it, and see if the re- 
■ mark is correct; if correct, let the money be delivered, 
with my sincere gratitude, to my benefactor thus identi- 
fied." 

Mrs. Richards sat down, gently quivering with excite- 
ment, and was soon lost in thinkings — after this pattern:. 
“What a strange thing it is! . . . And what a fortune for 
that kind man who set his bread afloat upon the waters! 
... If it had only been my husband that did it! — for we are 
. so poor, so old and poor! . . Then, with a sigh — ‘“But it 

• was not my Edward; no, it was not he that gave a stranger 
■ riyenty dollars. It is a pity, too; I see it now. . . Then', 

• with a shudder-T— “But it is gambler’s money! the, wages of 

• sin:„we couldn’t take it; we couldn’t touch it. I don’t like 
, to be near it; it seems a defilement.” She moved to a farther 

chair. ... “I wish Edward would come, and take it to 

• the bank; a burglar might come at any moment; it is dread- 
ful to be here all alone with it." 

At eleven Mr. Richards arrived, and while his wife was 
. saying, “I am so ^ad you’ve come!" he was saying, “I’m 
so tired tired clear out; it is dreadful to be poor, and have 
to make these dismal journeys at my time of life. Always 
at the grind, grind, grind, on a salary — another man’s slave, 
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and be sitting at home in his slippers, rich and comfort- 
able.” . 

“I am so sorry for you, Edward, you know that; but be 
comforted: we have our livelihood; we have our good 
name — ” 

“Yes, Mary, and that is everything. Don’t mind my talk 
— ^rt’s just a moment’s irritation and doesn’t mean any- 
. thing. Kiss me — there, it’s aH gone now, and I am not com- 
plaining any more. "What have you been getting? What’s in 
the sack?” 

Then his wife told him the great secret It dazed him for 
a moment; then he said: 

“It wei^ a hundred and sixty pounds? Why, Mary, it’s 
for-ty tbou-sand dollars — ^think of it — a whole fortime! 
Not ten men in this village are worth that much. Give me 
, the paper.” 

He. skimmed through it and said: 

“Isn’t it an adventure! Why, it’s a romance; it’s like the 
impossible things one reads about in books, and never sees 
in life.” He was well stirred up now; cheerM, even gleefuL 
He tapped his old wife on the cheek, and said, humorotisly, 
‘Why, we’re rich, Mary, rich; all we’ve got to do is to 
bury the money and bum the papers. If the gambler ever 
comes to inquire, we’ll merely look coldly upon him and 
say: 'What is this nonsense you are talking We have never 
beard of you and your sack of gold before’; and then he 
would look foolish, and — ” 

“And in the meantime, while you are running on with 
your jokes, the money is still here, and it is fast getting 
along toward burglar-time.” 

“True. Very weU, what shall w'e do — ihake the inquiry 
private? No, not that: it would spoil the romance.’ The 
public method is better. Think what a noise it will make! 
And it will make all the other to^vns jealous; for no stranger • 
would trust such a thing to any to^vn but Hadleyburg, and 
they know it. It’s a great card for us. I must get -to the 
printing-ofBce now, or I shall be too late.” _ , 

“But stop — ^stop — don’t leave me here alone with it, Ed- 
ward!” _ . , ' r- — ^ 

But he was gone. For only a little while, how^. ■, 
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from his own house he met the editor-proprietor .of the. 
paper, ‘and gave him the document, .and said, “Here is a * 
■good thing-for you, Cox— put it in.” 

“It may be too late, Mr. Richards, but I’ll see.. 

At home again he and bis wife sat down to talk the 
charming mystery over; they were in no condition for sleep. 
The first question was, Who could the citizen have been 
•who gave the stranger the twenty dollars? It seemed a sim-. 
pie one; both answered it in the same breath: 

“Barclay Goodson.” 

“Yes,” said Richards, “he could have done it, and it 
would have been like him, but there’s not another in the 
town.” 

“Everybody will grant that, Edward — grant it privately, 
anyway. For six months, nov/, the village has been its own 
proper self once more — honest, narrow, self-righteous, and 
stingy.” 

“It is what he always called it, to the day of his death — 
said it right out publicly, too.” 

“Yes, and he was hated for it” 

“Oh, of coune; but he didn’t care. I reckon he was the 
best-hated man among us, except the Reverend Burgess.” 

“Well, Burgess deserves it — he will never get another 
" congregation here. Mean as the town is, it knows how to 

■ estimate him. Edward, doesn’t it seem odd that the stranger 
' should appoint Burgess to deliver the money?” 

“Well, yes — it does. That is — that is — ” 

“Why so much that-is-ing? Would you select him?” 
“Mary, maybe the stranger knows him better than this 
, village, does.” 

/'Much f/int would help Burgess!” 

The husband seemed perplexed for an answer; the wife 
'kept a steady eye upon him, and waited. Finally Richards 

■ said, with the hesitancy of one who is making a statement 
which is likely to encounter doubt. 

“Mary, Burgess is not a bad man.” 

His wife was certainly surprised. 

.“Nonsense!’; she exclaimed. 

“He is not a bad man. I know. The whole of his unpopu- 
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larify had its foundation in that one thing — the thing that 
made so much noise.” 

“That ‘one thing,’ indeed 1 As if that ‘one thing’ wasn’t 
enough, all by itself.” 

“Plenty. Plenty. Only he wasn’t guilty of it” 

“How you talk! Not guilty of it! Everybody knows he . 
was guilty.” 

“Mary, I give you my word — he was innocent” . ’ ■ 

“I can’t believe it, and I don’t How do you know?” 

“It is a confession. I am ashamed, but I will rhakd" it I 
was the only man who knew he was innocent. I could have . 
saved him, and — and — well, you know how the town was 
• wrought up — I hadn’t the jrluck to do it It would have 
turned everybody against me. I felt mean, ever, so mean; 
but I didn’t dare; I hadn’t the manliness to face that,” 

Mary looked troubled, and for a while was silent Then ’• 
she said, stammeringly: 

“I — don’t think it would have done for you to — ^to — 
One mustn’t — er — public opinion — one has to be so careful 
— so — ” It was a diOScult road, and she got mired; but after 
a little she got started again. “It was a great pity, but — 
Why, we couldn’t afford it Edward — ^we couldn’t indeed. 

Oh, I wouldn’t have had you do it for anything 1” 

“It would have lost us the good-will of so many people, 
Mary; and then — and then — ” 

“’W^at troubles me now is, what he thinks of us, Ed- 
ward.” - . _ 

“He? He doesn’t suspect that I could have saved him.-” 

“Oh,” exclaimed the wife, in a tone of relief, “I am glad 
of that As long as he doesn’t know that you could have , 
saved him, he — ^he — well, that makes it a great deal better. 
Why, I might have known he didn’t know, because he is 
always trying to be friendly with us, as little encouragement 
as we give him. More than once people have twitted me 
with it There’s the Wlsons, and the WDcoxes, and the 
Harknesses, they take a mean pleasure in saying, 'Your 
friend Burgess,’ because they know it pesters me. I wish 
he wouldn’t persist in liking us so- I can’t think whv he 
keeps it up.” 
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“I see. it now, but somehow I never thought, you know, 
until it was too late. But the next time — ” 

“Next time be hanged! It won’t come in a thousand 
‘ years.” 

Then the friends separated without a good night, and 
dragged themselves home with the gait of mortally stricken 
men. At their homes their wives sprang up with an eager 
“Well?” — then saw the answer with their eyes and sank 
down sorrowing, without waiting for it to come in words. 
In both bouses^ a discussion followed of a heated sort — a 
new thing; there had been discussions before, - but not 
heated over, not ungentle ones. The discussions tonight 
were a sort of seeming plagiarisms of each other. Mrs. 
Richards said; 

“If you had only waited, Edward — if you had only 
stopped to think; but no, you must run straight to the 
printing-office and spread it all over the world.” 

“It said publish it” 

“That is nothing; it also said do it privately, if you liked, 
iliere, now — is that true, or not?” 

“Why, yes — ^yes, it is true; but when I thought what a 
stir it would make, and what a compliment it was to Hadley- 
burg that a stranger should trust it so — ” 

“Oh, certainly, I know aU that; but if you had only 
stopped to think, you would have seen that you couldn't 
find the right man, because be is in his grave, and" hasn’t 
left chick nor child nor relation behind him; and as long as 
the money went to somebody that awfully needed it, and 
nobody would be hurt by it, and — and — ” 

She broke down, crydng. Her husband tried to think of 
some comforting thing to say, and presently came out with 
this; 

“But after all, Mary, it must be for the best — it must be; ' 
we know that. And we must remember that it was so or- 
dered — ” 

“Ordered! Ob, everything’s ordered, when a person has 
to find some way out when he has been stupid. Just the 
same, it was ordered that the money should corne to us in 
this special way, and it was you that mu 
self to go meddling with the designs oi 
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“I’m past it. Let xis make a pallet here; we’ve got to stand 
watch till the bank vault opens in the morning and admits 
the sack, ... Oh dear, oh dear — ^if we hadn’t made the 
mistake!” 

The pallet was made, and Mary said: 

“The open sesame — what could it have been? I do won- 
der what that remark could have been? But come; we will 
get to bed now.” 

“And sleep?” 

“No: think.” 

“Yes, think.” 

By this time the Coxes too had completed their spat and 
their reconciliation, and were turning in — to think, to think, 
and toss, and fret, and worry over what the remark could 
possibly have been which Goodson made to 'the stranded 
derelict; that golden remark; that remark worth forty thou- 
sand dollars, cash. 

The reason that the village telegraph ofBce was open later 
than usual that night was this: The foreman of Cox’s paper 
was the local representative of the Associated Press. One 
might say its honorary representative, for it wasn’t four 
times a year that he could furnish thirty words that would 
be accepted. But this time it was different. His dispatch stat- 
ing what he had caught got an instant ans^t’er: 

“Send the whole thing — all the details — tv'elve hundred 
words.” 

.A colossal order! 'The foreman fiUed the biU; and he was 
the proudest man in the State. By breakfast-time the next 
morning the name of Hadleyburg the Incorruptible was on 
every lip in America, from Montreal to the Gulf, from the 
glaciers of Alaska to the orange-groves of Florida; and 
millions and millions of people were discussing the stranger ■ 
and his money-sack, and wondering if the right man would 
be found, and hoping some more news about the matter 
would dome soon — bright away. 

n 

Hadleyburg village w'oke up world-celebrate'"^'^"'' 
ished — happy — vain. Vain beyond imaginntior . - 
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teen princip^ citizens and their wives went about shaking 
bands- with each other, and beaming, and smiling, and con- 
gratulating, and saying this thing adds a new word to the 
dictionary— Hfltfleyfci/rg, synonym for incorruptible — des- 
tined to live in dictionaries forever! And the minor and 
unimportant citizens and .their wives went around acting in 
•much the same way. Everybody ran to the bank to see the 
gold-sack; and before noon grieved and envious crowds 
' began to flock in from Brixton and all neighboring towns; 
and that afternoon and next day reporters began to arrive 
from everywhere to verify the sack and its history and write 
the whole thing up anew, and make dashing free-hand pic- 
tures of the sack, and of Richards’s house, and the bank, 
and the Presb 5 rterian church, and the Baptist church, and the' 
public square, and the town-hall -where the test would be 
applied and the money delivered; and damnable portraits 
. of the Richardses, and Pinkerton the banker, and Cox, and 
the foreman, and Reverend Burgess, and the postmaster — 
and even of Jack HaHiday, who was the loafing, good-na- 
tured, no-account, irreverent fisherman, bunier,_ boys’ 
friend, stray-dogs’ friend, typical “Sam Lawson” 'of the 
town. The little mean, smirking, oily Pinkerton showed the 
sack to all comers, and rubbed his sleek palms together 
■ pleasantly, and enlarged upon the town’s fine old reputa- 
"tibn for honesty and upon this wonderful endorsement of 
it, and hoped and believed that the example would now 
spread far and wide over the American world, and be epoch- 
making in the matter of moral regeneration. And so on, and 
so on. 

By the end of a week things had quieted down again; the 
wild intoxication of pride and joy had sobered to a soft, 
sweet, silent delight — a sort of deep, nameless, unutterable 
co^nt All faces bore a look of peaceful, holy happiness. 

Then a change came. It was a gradual change:- so gradual 
.that its beginnings were hardly noticed; maybe were not 
noticed at all, -except by Jack Halliday, who always no- 
ticed everything; and always made fun of it, too, no matter 
■what It was. He began to throw out chafiing remarks about 
peoplemot looking quite-so happy as they did a day or two 
ago; and next he claimed that the new aspect was deepen- 
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ing to positive sadness; next, that it was taking on a sick 
look; and finally he said that everybody was become so 
moody, thoughtful, and absent-minded that he coiild rob 
the meanest man in town of a cent out of the bottom of his 
breeches pocket and not disturb his reverie. 

At this stage — or at about this stage — a saying like this 
was dropped at bedtime — with a sigh, usually — ^by the head 
of each of the -nineteen principal households: “Ah, what 
could have been the remark that Goodson made?” 

And straightway — ^with a shudder — came this, from the 
man’s wife: 

“Oh, don’t! What horrible thing are you mulling in your 
mind? Put it away from you, for God’s sake!” 

But that question was wrung from those men again the 
next m’ght — and got the same retort. But weaker. 

And the third night the men uttered the question yet 
again — ^with anguish, and absently. This time — and the fol- 
lowing night — ^the wives fidgeted feebly, and tried to say 
something. But didn’t 

And the night after that they found their tongues and 
responded — longingly; 

“Oh, if we could only guess!” 

Holliday’s comments grew daily more and more spar- 
klingly disagreeable and disparaging. He went diligently 
about, laughing at the town, individually and in mass. But 
his laugh was the only one left in the village: it fell upon 
a hollow and mournful vacancy and emptiness. Not even 
a smile was findable anywhere. Holliday carried a cigar-box 
around on a tripod, playing that it was a camera, and halted 
all passers and aimed the thing and said, “Ready! — ^now 
look pleasant please,” but not even this capital joke could 
surprise the dreary faces into any softening. 

So three weeks passed — one week was left. It was Satur- 
day evening — after supper. Instead of the aforetime Satur- 
day-evening flutter and bustle and shopping and larking, the 
streets were empty and desolate. Richards and his old vidfe 
sat apart in their little parlor--miserable and thinking. This 
was become their evening habit now: the lifelong habit 
which had preceded it, of reading, knitting, and gontMted 
chat, or receiving or paying neighborly calls, war Md 
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once, possibly without knowing the .full value of h, ' 
and he wished he had a fortune, he would leave it to 
you when he died, and a curse apiece foj -the rest of 
the citizens. Now, then, if it was you ' that did him 
that service, you are his legitunate heir, and entitled • 
to the sack of gold. I know that I can trust to your . 
honw and honesty, for in a citizen of Hadleyburg . 
these virtues are an unfailing inheritance, and so I am 
going to reveal to you the remark, well satisfied that 
if you are not the right man you will seek and find ,, ' 
the right one and see that poor Goodson^s debt of 
gratitude for the service referred to is paid- This is - 
the remark: Tfou are far from BErNG a bao man: 

GO, AND REFORM.' 

“Howard L. Stephenson.” 

“Oh, Edward, the money is ours, and I am so grateful, 

— kiss me, dear, it’s forever since we kissed — and we' 
needed it so — ^the money — and now you are free of Pinker-.' 
ton and his banl^ and nobody’s slave any more; it seems, to 
me I could fly for joy.” 

. It was a happy half hour that the couple spent there on 
the settee caressing each other; it was the old days come ' 
again — days that had begun vnth their courtship and lasted -. 
without a break till the stranger brought the deadly money. 

By and by the wife said: 

“Oh, Edward, how lucky it was you did him that grand' 
service, poor Goodson! I never Uked him, but I love him 
now. And it was fine and beautiful of you never to men-, 
tion it or brag about it.” Then, with a touch of reproach, 
“But you ought to have told me, Edward, you ought to . 
have told your wife, you know.” 

“Well, I — er— well, Mary, you see — ” 

“Now stop hemming and hawing, and tell me about it, 
Edward. I always loved you, and now I’m proud of you. 
Everybody believes there was only one good generous soul ; 
in this -village, and now it turns out that you — Edward^- , ; 
why don’t you tell me?” 

“Well — er — er— ’PiTiy, Mary, 1 can’tl” ' ■ 
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this unknown Mr. Stephenson was just a trifle unsure as to 
whether the performer of it was Richards or some other— 
and, oh dear, he had put Richards on his honorl He must 
himself decide whither that money must go — and Mr. 
Stephenson was not doubting that if he was the wrong man 
he would go honorably and find the right one. Oh, it was 
odious to put a man in such a situation — ^ah, why couldn’t 
Stephenson have left out that doubt! What did he want to 
intrude that for? 

Further reflection. How did it happen that Richards’s 
name remained in Stephenson’s mind as indicating the 
right man, and not some other man’s name? That looked 
good. Yes, that looked very good. In fact, it went on look- 
ing better and better, straight along — ^until by and by it 
grew into positive proof. And then Richards put the matter 
at once out of his mind, for he had a private instinct that 
a proof once established is better left so. 

He was feeling reasonably comfortable now, but there 
was still one other detail that kept pushing itself on his no- 
tice: of course he had done that service — ^that was setti^; 
but what way that service? He must recall it — he would not 
go to sleep tin he had recalled it; it would make his peace 
of mind perfect And so he thought and thought He 
thought of a dozen things — possible services, even probable 
services — ^but none of them seemed adequate, none of them 
seemed large enough, none of them seemed worth the 
money — ^worth the fortune Goodson had wished he could 
leave in his will. And besides, he couldn’t remember hav- 
ing done them, anyway. Now, then — now, then — what hind 
of a service would it be that would make a man so inordi- 
nately grateful? Ah — ^the saving of his soul! That must be 
it Yes, be could remember, now, how he once set himself < 
the task of converting Goodson, and labored at it as niuch 
as — ^he was going to say three months; but upon closer 
examination it shrunk to a month, then to a week, then .to 
a day, then to notMng. Yes, he remembered now, and with 
unwelcome vividness, that Goodson had told him to go to 
thunder and mind his own busines'= I’e wasn tJ«>nkerinfi to 
follow Hadleyburg to heaven! 

So that solution was a failure- 
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son’s soul. Richards was discouraged. Then after aTittle 
came' another idea; had he saved Goodson’s property? No, 

■ that wouldn’t do — ^he hadn’t any. His life? That is ill Of 
course. Why, he might have thought of it before. This lime 
he was on the right track, sure. His imagmation-mill -was 

' hard at work in a minute, now. 

Thereafter during a stretch of two exhausting hours he 

■ was busy, saving Goodsou’s life. He saved it in all kinds of 
difficult and perilous ways. In every case he got it saved 
satisfactorily- up to a certain point; then, just as he was be- 
ginning to get well persuaded that it had really happened, a 

• troublesome detail would turn up which made the whole 
thing impossible. As in the matter of drowning, for instance. 
In that case he had swum out and tugged Goodson ashore 
in an imconscious state with a great crowd looking on and 
applauding, but when he had got it all thought out and was' 
.just beginning to remember all about it, a whole swarm : 

■ 'of disqualifying details arrived on the ground: the town 
would have known of the circumstance, Mary would have 
known, of it, it would glare like a limelight in his own mem- . 

"■ ory instead of being an inconspicuous service which he 
ad possibly rendered “without knowing its full value.” 
d at this point he remembered that he couldn’t swim, 
anyway. 

•Ah — there was a point which he had been overlooking 
from the start: it had to be a service which he had ren- 
dered “possibly without knowing the full value of it.” 
Why, reaUy, that ought to be an easy hunt — much easier 
; ffian those others. And sure enough, by and by he found 
it. Goodson, years and years ago, came near marrying a 
. verj' sweet and pretty girl, named Nancy Hewitt, but in 
-.some way or.other the match had been broken off; the girl 

■ died, Goodson remained a bachelor, and by and by became 
,a soured one and a frank despiser of the human species. 

■ Soon after the girl’s death the village found out,- or thouglit 
■ it had^ found out, that she carried a spoonful of Negro 

blood in her veins. Richards worked at these details a good 
while, Md in . the end he thought he remembered things 
concerning them which must have gotten mislaid in his 
memory through long neglect. He seemed to dimly re- 
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member that it was. he that foimd oiit about the Negro 
blood; that it was he that told the village; that the village 
told Goodson where they got it; that he thus saved Goodson 
from marrying the tainted girl; that he had done him this 
great service “without knowing the full value of it,” in fact 
without knowing that he was doing it; but that Goodson 
knew the value of it, and what a narrow escape he had had, 
and so, went to his grave grateful to his benefactor and; 
wishing he had a fortune to leave him. It was all clear and 
simple now, and the more he went over it the more lumi- 
nous and certain it grew; and at last, when he nestled to 
sleep satisfied and happy, he remembered the whole thing 
just as if it had been y^erday. In fact, he dimly remein- 
bered Goodson’s telling him his gratitude once. Meantime 
Mary had spent six thousand dollars on a new house for 
herself and a pair of slippers -for her pastor, and then had 
fallen peacefully to rest - 

That same Saturday evening the postman had delivered, 
a letter to each of the other principal citizens — nineteen 
letters'in all. No two of the envelopes were alike, and no 
two of the superscriptions were in the same hand, but the 
letters inside were just like each other in every detail but 
one. They were exact copies of the letter received by Rich- 
ards — handwriting and all — and were all signed by Stephen- 
son, but in place of Richard’s name each receiver’s own 
name appeared- 

AIl night long eighteen principal citizens did what their 
caste-brother Richards was doing at the same time — they 
put in their energies trying to remember what notable serv- 
ice it was that they had unconsciously done Barclay Good- 
son. In no case was it a holiday job; still they succeeded. 

And while they were at this work, which was diBBcnlt, 
their wives put ip the night spending the money, which was. 
easy. During that one night the nineteen wives spent an 
average of seven thousand dollars each out of the forty 
thousand in the sack — a hrmdred and thirty-three thousand 
altogether. 

Next day there was a smprise for Jack Halliday. He n(> 
ticed that the faces of the nineteen chief citizens and their 
wives bore that expression of peaceful and holy happiness 
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•aeain He could not understand it, neither was he able to 
invent any remarks about it that .could damage it or dis- 
• it. And so it was his turn to be dissatisfied with life. 
His private guesses at the reasons for the happiness failed 
in all instances, upon examination. When he met Mrs. Wil- 
” cox and noticed the placid ecstasy in her face, he' said to 
himself, “Her cat has had kittens” — and went and asked 
the cook; it was not so; the cook had detected the happi- 
ness, but did not know the cause. When Halliday found 
■ the duplicate ecstasy in the face of “Shadbelly” Billsdn 
(village nickname), he was sure some neighbor of Billson’s' 
had; broken his leg, but inquiry showed that this had not 
' happened. The subdued ecstasy in Gregory Yates’s face 
- could mean but one thing — ^he was a mother-in-law short: 
it was another mistake. “And Pinkerton — ^Pinkerton — he 
has collected ten cents that he thought he was going to 
■lose.”-And so on, and so on. In some cases the guesses had 
to remain in doubt, in the others they proved distinct er- 
rors. In the end Halliday said to himself, “Anyway it foots 
up that there’s nineteen Hadleyburg families temporarily 
■ i heaven: I don’t know how it happened; I only know 
lov" 'ence is ofi duty today.” 

An architect and builder from the next State had lately 
ventured to set up a small business in this unpromising 
■village, and his sign had how been hanging out a week. 
Not- a customer yet; he was a discouraged man, and sorry 
he had come. But his weather changed suddenly now. First 
. one and then another chief citizen’s wife said to him pri- 
vately: 

"Come to my house Monday week — but say nothing 
about it for the present. We think of building.” - 
, He got eleven invitations that day. That night he wrote 
his daughter and broke off her match with her student. He 
said she could marry a mile higher than that. 

• Pinkerton the banker and two or three other well-to-do 
nen planned country-seats—but waited. That land don’t 
;ount their chickens until they are halched. 

The Wilsons devised a grand new thing— a fancy-dress 
all. They made no actual promises, but told all their ac- 
uaintanceship in confidence that they were thinking the 
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matter over and thought they should give it — “and if we 
do, you will be invited, of course.” People were surprised, 
and said, one to another, “Why, they are crazy, those poor 
Wilsons, they can’t afford it” Several among the nineteen 
said privately to their husbands, “It is a good idea: we will 
keep stiH till their cheap thing is over, then we will give 
one that will make it sick.” 

The days drifted along, and the bill of future squander- 
ings rose higher and higher, wilder and wilder, more and 
more foolish and reckless. It began to look as if every 
member of the nineteen would not only spend his whole 
forty thousand dollars before receiving-day, but be actually 
in debt by the time he got the money. In some cases light- 
headed people did not stop with planning to spend, they 
really spent — on credit They bought land, mortgages, 
farms, speculative stocks, fine clothes, horses, and various 
other things, paid down the bonus, and made themselves li- 
able for the rest — ^at ten days. Presently the sober second 
thought came,^and Halliday noticed that a ghastly anxiety 
was beginning to show up in a good many faces. Again he 
was puzzled, and didn’t know what to make of it “The 
Wilcox kittens aren’t dead, for they weren’t bom; nobody’s 
broken a leg; there’s no shrinkage in mother-in-laws; noth- 
ing has happened — is an unsolvable mystery.” 

There was another puzzled man, too — the Rev. Mr. Bur- 
gess. For days, wherever be went, people seemed to follow 
him or to be watching out for him; and if he ever found 
himself in a retir^ spot, a member of the nineteen woul(^ 
be sure to appear, thrust an envelope privately into his 
hand, whisper *To be opened at the town-hall Friday eve- 
ning,” then vanish away like a guilty thing. He was expect- , 
mg that there might be one claimant for the sack — doubtful, 
however, Goodson being dead — but it never occurred to , 
him that all this crowd might be claimants. When the great 
Friday came at last, he found that he had nineteen enve- 
lopes. 

m 

The town-hall bad never looked finer. The platform 
at the end of it was backed by a showy draping of flags; at 
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intervals along the walls were festoons of flags; the gallei^ 
fronts were clothed in flags; the supporting columns were 
swathed in flags; all this was to impress the stranger, ior 
he would be there in considerable force, and in a large de- 
gree he would be connected with the press. The house was 
full. The 412 fixed seate were occupied; also the 68 extra 
chairs which had been packed into the aisles; the steps of 

' the platform were occupied; some distinguished strangers 
■' v.'ere given seats on the platform; at the horseshoe of tables 
' which fenced the front and sides of the platform sat a 
. strong force of special correspondents who had come from 
• '• everywhere. It was the best-dressed house the town had 
ever produced. There were some tolerably expensive toilets 
there, and in several cases the ladies who wore them had the 
look of being unfamiliar with that kind of clothes. At least 
; the town thought they had that look, but the notion could 
, have arisen from the town’s knowledge of the fact that 
these ladies had never inhabited such clothes before. 

The gold-sack stood on a little table at the front of the 
platform where all the house could see it. The bulk of the 
house gazed at it with a burning interest, a mouth-watering 
interest, a wistful and pathetic interest; a minority of nine- 
teen couples gazed at it tenderly, lovingly, proprietarily, 
and the male half of this minority kept saying over to them- 
selves the moving little impromptu speeches of thankfulness 
for the audience’s applause and congratulations which they 
were presently going to get up and deliver. Every now and 
then one of these got a piece of paper out of his vest pocket 
and privately glanced at it to refresh his memory. 

Of course there was a buzz of conversation going on — 
. there alwaj's is; but at last when the Rev. Mr. Burgess rose 
,, and laid his hand on the sack he could hear his microbes 

■ gnaw, the place was so stUl. He related the curious history 
of the sack, then went on to speak in warm terms of Had- 

■ leyburg’s old and well-earned reputation for spotless hon- 
6sty, and of the town’s just pride in this reputation. He 
said that this, reputation was a treasure of priceless value; 

, that under Providence its value had now become .-inesti- 
, mably enhanced, for the recent episode had spread this 
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fame far and wide, and thus had focused the eyes of the 
American world upon this village, and made its name for. all 
time, as he hoped and believed, a synonym for commer- 
cial incorruptibility. [Applause.] “And who is to be the 
guardian of this noble treasure — the community as a 
whole? No! The responsibUity is individual, not communal. 
From this day forth each and every one of you is in his 
own person its special guardian, and individually responsi- 
ble that no harm shall come to it. Do you — does each of 
you — accept this great trust? [Tumultuous assent.] Then all 
is well. Transmit it to your children and to your children’s 
children. Today your purity is beyond reproach — see to it 
that it shall remain so. Today there is not a person in your 
community who could be beguiled to touch a penny not his 
own — ^see to it that you abide in this grace. [“We will! we 
will!’’] This is not the place to make comparisons between 
ourselves and other communities — some of them ungra- 
cious toward us; they have their ways, we have ours; let us 
be content. [Applause.] I am done. Under my hand, my 
friends, rests a stranger’s eloquent recognition of what we 
are; through him the world will always henceforth know 
what we are. We do not know who he is, but in your name 
I utter your gratitude, and ask you to raise your voices in 
endorsement.” 

The house rose in a body and made the walls quake 
with the thunders of its thankfulness for the space of a 
long minute. Then it sat down, and Mr. Burgess took an 
envelope out of his pocket. The house held its breath 
while he slit the envelope open and took from it a slip of 
paper. He read its contents — slowly and impressively — the 
audience listening with tranced attention to this magic doc- 
-ument, each of whose words stood for an ingot of gold: 

“‘The remark which I made to the distressed stranger 
Ivor this: “You are very far from being a bad man: go,, 
and reform." ’ ” Then he continued: 

“We shall know in a moment now whether the remark 
here quoted corresponds with the one concealed in the 
sack; and if that shall prove to be so — and it undoubtedly 
will — this sack of gold belongs to a fellow-citizen who 



34 MARK TWAIN— STORY TELLER 

•will henceforth stand before the nation as the symbol 
of the special virtue which has made our town famous 
throughout the "land — ^Mr. Billson!” 

The house had gotten itself all ready to burst into the 
proper tornado of applause; but instead of doing it, it 
seemed stricken with a paralysis; there was a deep hush 
for a moment or two, then a wave of whispered murmurs 
swept the place — of about this tenor; “BiUson! oh,, come, 
this is too thinl Twenty dollars to a stranger— or anybody— 
BiUson! tell it to the marines!” And now at this point the 
, house caught its breath all of a sudden in a new access of 
astonishment, for it discovered that whereas in one part of • 
the hall Deacon Billson was standing up with his head 
meekly bowed, in another part of it Lawyer Wilson was 
doing the same. There was a wondering silence now for a 
while. 

Everybody was puzzled, and nineteen couples were surr 
prised and indignant. . 

Billson and Wilson turned and stared at each other. 
Billson asked, bitingly; 

“Why do you rise, Mr. Wilson?” 

“Because I have a right to. Perhaps you will be good 
enough to explain to the house why you rise?” 

‘With great pleasure. Because 1 wrote that paper.” 

"It is an impudent falsity! I wrote it myself." 

It was Burgess’s turn to be paralyzed. He stood looking 
vacantly at first one of the men and then the other, and 
did not seem to know what to do. The house was stupefied. 
Lawyer Wilson spoke up, now, and smd: 

“I ask the Chair to read the name signed to that paper.” 

That brought the Chair to itself, and it read out the 
name: 

“ ‘John Wharton Billson.’ ” 

‘Therel ’ shouted Billson, “what have you got to say 
for yourself, now? And what kind of apology are. you 
going to make to me and to this insulted house for the im- 
posture which you have attempted to play here?” 

“No apologies are due, sir; and as for the rest- of it, 

I publicly charge -you with pilfering my note from Mr. 
.Burgess and substituting a copy of it signed with your own 
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name. There is no other way by which you could have 
gotten hold of the test-remark; I alone, of living men, 
possessed the secret of its wording.” ‘ ' : 

There was likely to be a scandalous state of things, if this 
went on; everybody noticed with distress that -the short- 
hand scribes were scribbling like mad; many jfeople were 
crying “Chair, Chair! Order! order!” Burgess rapped with 
his gavel, and said: 

“Let us not forget the proprieties due. There has evi- 
dently been a mistake somewhere, but surely that is all. 
If Mr. Wilson gave me an envelope — and I remember now 
that he did — still have it.” 

He took one out of his pocket, opened it, glanced at it, 
looked surprised and worried, and stood silent a few mo- 
ments. Then he waved his hand in a wandering and me- 
chanical way, and made an effort or two to say something,- 
then gave it up, despondently. Several voices cried out: 
“Read it! read it! What is it?” 

So he began in a dazed and sleep-walker fashion: 

'“The remark which I made to the unhappy stranger 
was this: "You are far from being a bad man. ^e house 
gazed at him, marveling.] Go. and r^rm. Wurmurs: 

. “Amazing! what can this mean? ] pus one, said the 
rVinir “i<! sipned Thurlow G. Wilson. 

“There!” Sed Wilson, "I reckon that settles it! I knew 

DGrfcctlv well my note wss purloined- --t . 

BiUson. ‘Til let you know that 

neiihe you nor any man of your kidney must venture 

.... 

The C/iuir. “Order, gentlemeu, order. Take your eeaB, 

The house was profoundly ■ 'presently Thompson 

to do this He would tone liked to 

got up. Thompson was the f his stock of 

be a Nineteener; but such was n — r,sition. He ■ 

hats was not considerable enough, 
said; 

“Mr. Chairman, if I may 
gestion. can both of these gentlemen 
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you, , sir,, can both, have happened to say the very same 
words to the stranger? It seems to me—” " 

The tanner got up and interrupted him. The tanner was 
a disgruntled man; he believed himself entitled to be a 
Nineteener, but he couldn’t get recognition. It made him 
a little unpleasant in his ways and speech. Said he: 

“Sho, that’s not the pointl That could happen — twice in 
a hundred years — but not the other thing. Neither of 
them gave the twenty dollarsl” 

[A ripple of applause.] 

Bilisoiu "I did!” 

ITjIjom. "/ did!” 

Then each accused the other of pilfering. 

The Chair. “Orderl Sit down, if you please^ — ^both of you. 
Neither of the notes has been out of my possession at any 
moment.” 

A Voice. “Good — that settles that!” 

The Tanner. “Mr. Chairman, one thing is now plain: 
one of these men has been eavesdropping under the other 
one’s bed, and filching family secrets. If it is not unparlia- 
mentary to suggest it, I will remark that both are equal to 
it [The Chcar. “Order! order!”] I withdraw the remark, 
sir, and will confine myself to suggesting that if one of 
them has overheard the other reveal the test-remark to his 
wife, we shall catch him now.” 

A Voice. “How?” ' 

The Tanner. “Easily. The two have not quoted the re- 
mark in exactly the same words. You would have noticed 
that, if there hadn’t been a considerable stretch of time and 
an exciting quarrel inserted between the two readings,” 

. A V oice. “Name the difference.” 

The Tanner. “The word very is in BDlson’s note, and 
not in the other.” 

Many Voices. “That’s so — ^be’s right!” 

The Tmner. “And so, if the Chair will exarhine the test- 
remark in the sack, we shall know which of these two 
frauds-^ [The Chair. “Order!”}— which of these two ad- 
venturer^ [The Chair. “Orderl order!”]— which of these 
two gentlemen — [Taughter and applause ] — is entitled to 
wear* the belt as being the first dishonest blatherskite ever 
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bred in this town — ^which he has dishonored, ..and which 
will be a sultry place for him from now out!” [Vigorous 
applause.] 

Many Voices. “Open it! — open the sack!” 

Mr. Burgess made a slit in the sack, slid his hand in 
and brought out an envelope. In it were a couple of folded 
notes. He said: 

"One of these is marked, ‘Not to be examined until all 
written communications which have been addressed to the 
Chair — ^if any — shall have been read.’ The other is marked 
''The Test.' Allow me. It is worded — to wit: 

“ ‘I do not require that the first half of the rerhark which 
was made to me by my benefactor shall be quoted with 
exactness, for it was not striking, and could be forgotten; 
but its closing fifteen words are quite striking, and I think 
easily rememberable; unless these shall be accurately re- 
produced, let the applipant be regarded as an impostor. My 
benefactor began by saying he seldom gave advice to any 
one, but that it always bore the hall-mark of high value 
when he did give it. Then he said this — and it has 
faded from my memory: "You are far from being a bad 

Fifty Voices. “That settles it— the money’s Wilson’s! Wil- 
son! Wilson! Speech! Speech!” 

People jumped up and crowded around Wilson, wnng- 
ing his hand and congratulating fervently— meantime e 
Chair was hammering with the gavel and s ou mg. 

“Order, gentlemen! Order! Order! Let me finish wading, 
please.” When quiet was restored, the readmg was resum 

re/orm-or, mark my 
for your sins, you will die and go to le or 

™IXasay"^Se?cel^iroS^Fi^^^ an angry cloud began to 
settle darkly upon t’rw“to 

with great and painful difficidty, . P . 
ites, and- other strangers bent ‘ 

shielded their faces with their hands, and m 
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in by main strength and heroic courtesy. At this most in- 
opportune time burst upon the stillness the roar of a soli- 
tary voice — Jack Halliday’s; 

"Thafs got the hall-mark on it!” 

Then the house let go, strangers and all. Even Mr. Bur- 
gess’s gravity broke down presently, then the audience 
considered itself officially absolved from all restraint, and 
it made the most of its privilege. It was a good long laugh, 
and a tempestuously wholehearted one, but it ceased at last 
— long enough for Mr. Burgess to try to resume, and for 
the people to get their eyes partially wiped; then it broke 
out again; and afterward yet again; then at last Burgess 
was able to get out these serious words: 

“It is useless to try to disguise the fact — ^we find our- 
selves in the presence of a matter of grave import. It in- 
volves the honor of your town, it strikes at the town’s 
good name. The difference of a single word , between the 
test-remarks offered by Mr. Wilson and Mr. Billson was 

■ itself a serious thing, since it indicated that one or the other 
of these gentlemen had committed a theft—” , 

The two men were sitting limp, nerveless, crushed; but 
at these words both were electrified into movement, and 
started to get up — 

- “Sit down!” said the Chair, sharply, and they obeyed. 
‘That, as I have said, was a serious thing. And it was — 

■ but for only one of them. But the matter has become 
graver; for the honor of both is now in formidable peril. 
Shall I go even further, and say in inextricable peril? Both 
left out the crucial fifteen words.” He paused. During sev- 
eral moments he allowed the pervading stillness to gather 
and deepen its impressive effects, then added: “There would 
seem to be but one way whereby this'could happen. I ask 
these gentlemen — ^Was there collusion? — agreement?" 

A low murmur sifted through the house; its import was, 
“He’s got them both.” 

■Billson was not used to emergencies; he sat' in a help- 
less collapse. But 'Wilson was a lawyer. He struggled to his 

■ feet, pale and worried, and said: - 

‘I ask the indulgence of the house while I explain this 
most painful matter. I am sorry to say what I am about 
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to say, since it must infiict irreparable injury upon Mr. 
Billson, whom I have always esteemed and respected until 
now, and in whose invulnerability to temptation I entirely 
believed — as did j'ou all. But for the preservation of m3' 
own honor I must speak — and with frankness. I confess 
with shame — and I now beseech your pardon for it — that 
I^said to the ruined stranger all of the words contained in 
the test-remark, including the diqjaraging fifteen. [Se/jja- 
tion-l When the late publication was made I recalled them, 
and I resolved to claim the sack of coin, for by every right 
I was entitled to it. Now I will ask you to consider this 
point, and weigh it well: that stranger’s gratitude to me 
that night knew no bounds; he said himself that he could 
find no words for it that were adequate, and that if he 
should ever be able he would repay me a thousand fold. 
Now, then, I ask you this: Could I expect — could I be- 
lieve — could I even remotely imagine — that, feeling as he 
did, be would do so ungrateful a thing as to add those 
quite unnecessary fifteen words to'' his test? — ^set a trap for 
me? — expose me as a slanderer of my own town before 
my own people assembled in a public hall? It was prepos- 
terous; it was impossible. His test would contain only the 
kindly opening clause of my remark. Of that I had no 
shadow of doubt. You would have thought as I did. You 
would not have expected a base betrayal from one whom 
you had befriended and against whom you had committed 
no offense. And so, with perfect confidence, perfect trust, 

I wrote on a piece of paper the opening words — ending 
with ‘Go, and reform’ — and signed it. When I was about 
to put it in an envelope I was called into my back office, 
and without thinking I left the paper lying open on my 
desk.” He stopped, turned his head slowly toward Billson, 
waited a moment, then added: “I ask you to note this: 
when I returned, a little later, Mr. Billson was retiring 
fay my street door.” [Sensation^ 

In a moment Billson was on his feet and shouti"®' 

“It’s a lie! It’s an infamous lie!” 

The Chair. “Be seated, sir! Mr. Wilson bas the 
Billson’s friends pulled him into his seat ar 
him, and .Wilson went on: 
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‘Those are the simple facts. My note was now lying in 
a different' place on the table from where I had left it 1 
noticed that, but attached no importance to it, thinldng a 
draft had blown it there. That Mr. Billson would read a. 
private paper was a thing which could not occur to me; he 
was an honorable man, and he would be above that If you ■ 
will allow me to say it, I think his extra word 'very' stands 
explained; it is attributable to a defect of memory. I was 
the only man in the world who could furnish here any 
detail of the test-remark — by honorable means. I .have fin- 
ished.” 

There is nothing in the world like a persuasive speech 
to fuddle the mental apparatus and upset the convictions 
and debauch the emotions of an audience not practiced in 
the tricks and delusions of oratory. .WUson sat down vic- 
torious. The house submerged him in tides of approving 
applause; friends swarmed to him and shook him by the 
hand and congratulated him, and Billson was shouted down 
and not allowed to say a word. The Chair hammered and 
hammered with its gavel, and kept shouting: 

“But let us proceed, gentlemen, let us proceed!” 

At last there was a measurable degree of quiet, and the 
hatter said: 

"But what is there to proceed with, sir, but to deliver 
■ the money?” 

Voices. “That’s iti That’s it! Come forward, Wilson!” 

' The Hatter . “I move three cheers for Mr. Wilson, Sym- 
bol of the special virtue which — ” 

The cheers burst forth before he could finish; and in the 
midst of them — and in the midst of the clamor of the 
gavel also — some enthusiasts mounted Wilson • on a big 
friend’s shoulder and were going to fetch him in triumph 
to the platform. The Chair’s voice now rose above the 
noise: . 

Order! To your places! You forget that there is still a 
document to be read.” When quiet had been restored he 
took up the document, and was going to read it; but laid 
It wwn agam, saying, “I forgot; this is not to be read 
^nl all written . conmunications • received by me have 
first been read.” He took an envelope out of his pocket. 
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removed its enclosure,. glanced at it — scented seitonislird • 
held it out and gazed at it — stared at it. 

Twenty or thirty voices cried out; 

"What is it? Read it! read it!" 

And he did — slowly, and v/ondcring: 

“The remark which I made to the slrangcr-'lf^^dw.v, 
"Hello! how’s this?”] — ^was this: “You arc far from a 
bad man. [Voices. “Great ScoUl”] Go, and ri-.forith" ’ 
[Voice. “Oh, saw my leg off!”] Signerl by Mr, S'lt&crioti 
the banker.” 

-The pandemonium of delict which tumryl Jvac 
now was of a sort to make the judicic*/'; v/f^rp. 'fi.fr/-, 
whose vrtthers were unwreng lan^.ed tili tli.c Msf, rati 
down; the reporters, in threes of laughter, r.'-X A'rtfn d;-.- 
ordered pot-hcoks which wcrcld newer ir.- the y/or'd bo 
cipherable: and a slespirg cog rc-wped up, ces.'cd out of 
its whs, and harked hrelf crazy at the tcrr.'.oih /.,“ rr.s-'.- 
her of cries were scattered thren^. the df.'.; “'//ehe 
rich — TWO Symbols of Irccrrrrdhiliryf — c-O'-r.';'?; 
Billsonr "Three!— <xnarx Shadhehy it— y e car.'l '.*"'0 too 
manyr “All ri^t— Bilkonh elscr-dr "Aisr-, poor 
— vi rfrr-; of rwe thisvesr 
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TViP riiair fished again, and once more the familiar 
began to faU its lips-“‘You are far from 

^‘"“Namd nS his name?” 

‘Ttw^£\td?Pnc"?fthc Symbols! Go on, go on!”- 
“ ‘You arc far from being a bad 
“Name! name!” 

“ ‘Nicholas Wliitworth.’ ” 

other line; 

“And don't you this forget—” 

The house roared it out. A third line was at once fur- 
nished; 

“Corruptibles far from Hadleyburg are 

The house roared that one too. As the 
Halliday's voice rose high and clear, freighted 
, line: 

“But the Symibols are here, you bet!” 

That was sung, noth booming enthusiasm. Then 

house started in at the beginning and sMg the ° , 

- through twice, with immense suing and dash, an “P . 
up with a crashing threc-times-three and a hger or , 

leyburg the Incorruptible and all Sj'mbols of 
shall find worthy to receive the hall-mark tonignt. 

Then the shoutings at the Chair began again, alt o 

the place: . ^ jt u 

“Go on! go on! Read! read some more! Read aU >ouv«: 

^ ‘‘That’s it — go on! We are winning eternal celebrity! 
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A dozen men got up now and began to protest They 
said that this farce was the work of some abandoned joker, 
and was an insult to the whole community. Without a doubt 
these signatures were all forgeries — 

“Sit down! sit down! Shut up! You are confessing. We’ll 
find your names in the lot.” 

“Mr. Chairman, how many of those envelopes have you 
got?” ^ 

The Chair counted. 

“Together with those that have been already, examined, 
there are nineteen.” 

A storm of derisive applause broke out. 

“Perhaps they all contain the secret I move that you 
open them all and read every signature that is attached to 
a note of that sort — and read also the first eight words of 
the note.” 

“Second the motion!” 

It was put and carried — uproariously. Then poor old 
Richards got up, and his wife rose and stood at his side. 
Her head was bent down, so that none might see that she. 
was crying. Her husband gave her his arm, and so support- 
ing her, he began to speak in a quavering voice: 

“My friends, you have known us two — Mary and me — 
all, our lives, and I think you have liked us and respected 
us — 

The Chair interrupted him: 

“Allow me. It is quite true — that which you are saying, 
Mr. Richards: this town does know you two; it does like 
you; it does respect you; more — ^it honors you and loves 
you — ” 

Halliday’s voice rang out: 

“That’s the hall-marked truth, tool If the Chair is right, 
let the house speak up and say it. Rise! Now, then — hip! 
hip! hip! — all together!” 

The house rose in mass, faced toward the old couple 
eagerly, filled the air with a snowstorm of waving handker- 
chiefs, and delivered the cheers with, all its affectionate 
heart. 

The. Chair then continued: 

“What I was going to say is this: We know your good 
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heart Mr. 'Richards,’ but this is not a time for the exercise 
of charity toward oSenders. [Shouts of “Right! right!"] 
I see your ■generous purpose in your face, but I cannot 
allow you to plead for these men — ” 

“But I was going to — 

“Please take your seat, Mr. Richards. We must examine 
the rest of these notes — simple fairness to the men who 
‘have already been exposed requires this. As soon as that has 
been done — I give you my word for this — ^you shall be 
heard.” 

Maiiy Voices, “Right! — the Chair is right — no interrup- 

■ tion can be permitted at this stage! Go on! — the names! the 
names! — according to the terms of the motion!”- 

The old couple sat reluctantly down, and the husband 
whispered to the wife, “It is pitifully hard to have to wait; 
the shame will be greater than ever when they find we 
were only going to plead for ourselves." 

Straightway the jollity broke loose again with the read- 
ing of the names. 

“ “You are far from being a bad man — ’ Signature, ‘Rob- 

■ ert I. Titmarsh.’ 

■ ‘“You are far from being a bad man — ’ Signature, ‘Eli- 
•phalet Weeks.’ . 

“ ‘You are- far from being a bad man — Signature,_‘Os- 
' car B. Wilder.’ ” 

At this point the house lit upon the idea of taking the 
eight words out of the Chairman’s hands. He was not un- 
thankful for that. Thenceforward he held up each note in 
its turn, and waited. The house droned out the eight words 
in a massed and measured and musical deep volume of 
sound (with a daringly close resemblance to a well-known 
church chant) — “ ‘You are f-a-r from being a b-a-a-a-d 
Then the Chair said, “Signature, ‘Archibald Wil- 
cox. ’ And so on, and so on, name after name, and every- 
body bad an increasingly and gloriously good time except 
the OTetched Nineteen. Now and then, when a particularly 
. shining name was called, the house made the Chuir wait 
while it chanted the whole of the test-remark from the .be- 
pnning to the closing words, “And go to hell or Hadley- 
burg try and make it the for-or-m-e-rl” and in these spe- 
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cial cases they added a grand and agonized and imposing 

‘ The list dwindled, dwindled, dwindled, poor old Rich- 
ards keeping tally of the count, wincing when a name re- 
sembling his own was pronounced, and waiting in miserable’ 
suspense for the time to come when it would be his hu- 
miliating privilege to rise with Mary and finish his plea, 
which he was intending to word thus: . . for until now 
we have never done any. wrong thing, but have gone our 
humble way unreproached. We are very poor, we are old, 
and have no chick nor child to help us; we were sorely 
tempted, and we fell. It was my purpose when I got up be- ' 
fore to make confession and beg that my name might not 
be read out in this public place, for it seemed to us that 
we could not bear it; but I was prevented. It was just; it 
was our place to suffer with the rest It has been hard for 
xis. It is the first time we have ever heard our name fall 
from anyone’s lips — sullied. Be merciful — for the sake of 
the better days; make our shame as light to bear as in your 
charity you can.” At this point in his reverie Mary nudged 
turn, perceiving that his mind was absent TThe house was 
chanting, “You are f-a-r,” etc. 

“Be ready,” Mary whispered. “Your name comes now; 
he has read eighteen.” 

The chant ended. 

<‘Next! next! next!” came volleying from all over the 
house. 

Burgess put his hand into his pocket. The old couple, 
trembling, began to rise. Burgess fumbled a moment then 
said: 

“I find I have read them all.” 

Faint with joy and surprise, the couple sank into their 
seats, and Mary whispered: 

“Oh, bless God, we are saved! — ^he has lost ours — I 
wouldn’t give this for a hundred of those sacks!” 

The house burst out with its “Mikado” tray^ty, and 
,sang it three times with ever-increasing enthi 
ing to its feet when it reached for the third time 
line: . : 
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“But the Symbols are here, you bet!!’ , 

and finishing up with cheers and a tiger for “Hadleyburg 
purity, and .our eighteen immortal representatives of it.” 

Then Wingate, the saddler, got up and proposed cheers 
“for the cleanest man in tow-n, the one solitary important 
citizen in it who didn’t try to steal that money — ^Edward 
•Richards.” 

They were given tvith great and moving heartiness;, then 
somebody proposed that Richards be elected sole guardian 
and Symbol of the now Sacred Hadleyburg Tradition, with 
power and right to stand up and look the whole sarcastic 
world in the face. 

Passed, by acclamation; then they sang the “Mikado” 
again, and ended it with; 

“And there’s one Sj'mbol left, you bet!” 

There was a pause; then: 

A Voice. “Now, then, who’s to get the sack?” 

. The Tanner (with bitter sarcasm), “That’s easy. The 
money has,to be divided among the eighteen Incorruptibles. 
They gave the sufiering stranger twenty dollars apiece — 

■ and that remark — each in his turn — it took twenty-hvo 
minutes for the procession to move past. Staked the stran- 
ger — total contribution, $360. All they want is just the 
loan back — and interest — forty thousand dollars alto- 
gether.” 

Many Voices [derisively^ “That’s it! Divvy! diwyl Be 
kind to the poor — don’t keep them waiting!” 

• The Chair. “Order! I now offer the stranger’s remaining 
document It says: ‘If no claimant shall appear' [granrf 
chorus of groans], I desire that you open the sack and 
.. count out the money to the principal citizens of your 
tovvn, they to take it in trust [cries of "Oh! Oh! Oh!’’], and 
use -it in such ways as to -them shall seem best for the 
propagation and preservation of your community’s noble 
reputation for incorruptible honesty [more cries ] — a repu-, 
tation to which their names and their efforts will add a new 
and far-reaching luster.’ [Enthusiastic outburst of sarcastic 
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applause.] That seems to be all. No — ^here is a postscript: 

“‘P.S. — QnzENS OF Hadleyburg; There is no test- 
remark — ^nobody made one. [Great sensation.] There wasn’t 
any pauper stranger, nor any twenty-doUar contribution, 
nor any accompanying benediction and compliment — ^these 
are all inventions. [General buzz and hum of astonishment 
and delight.] Allow me to tell my story — ^it will take but a 
word or two. I passed through your town at a certain time, 
and received a deep offense which I had not earned. Any 
other man would'haye been content to kill one or two of 
you and call it square, but to me that would have been a 
trivial revenge, and inadequate; for the dead do not suffer. 
Besides, I could not kill you all — and, anyway, made as I 
am, even that would not have satisfied me. I wanted to 
damage every man in the place, and every woman — and 
not in their bodies or in their estate, but in their vanity — 
the place where feeble and foolish people are most vul- 
nerable. So I disguised myself and c^e back and studied 
you. You were easy game. You had an old and lofty repu- 
tation for honesty, and naturally you were proud of itr- 
it was your treasure of treasures, the very apple of your 
eye. As soon as I found out that you carefully and vigi- 
lantly kept yourselves and your children out of tempta- 
tion, I knew how to proceed. Why, you simple creatures, 
the weakest of all weak things is a virtue which has not 
been tested in the fire. I laid a plan, and gathered a list 
of names. My project was to corrupt Hadleyburg the In- 
corruptible. My idea was to make liars and thieves of nearly 
half a hundred smirchless men and women who had never 
- in their lives uttered a lie or stolen a penny. I was afraid 
of Goodson. He was neither bom nor reared in Hadley- 
burg. I was afraid that if I started to operate my scheme by 
getting my letter laid before you, you would say to your- 
selves, “Goodson is the only man among us who would 
give away twenty dollars to a poor devil and then you 
might not bite at my bait. But Heaven took Goodson; 
then I knew I was safe, and I set my trap and baited it. 
It may be that I shaU not catch all the men to whom I 
mailed the pretended test secret, but I shall catch Ae most 
of them, if I know Hadleyburg nature. IVoices. JiRisht — ^he 
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got every last one of them.’l I believe they will even steal 
ostensible gamble-money, rather than miss, poor, tempted, 
and mistrained fellows. I am hoping to eternally and ever- 
lastingly squelch your vanity and give Hadleyburg a new 
renown — one that will stick — and spread- far. If I have 
succeeded, open the sack and summon the Committee on 
Propagation and Preservation of the Hadleyburg Reputa- 
tion.’ ” 

' A Cyclone of Voices. “Open itl Open it! The Eighteen, 
to the front! Committee on Propagation of the Tradition! 
Forward — the Incorruptibles!” ' 

The Chair ripped the sack wide, and gathered up a hand- 
ful of bright, broad, yellow coins, shook them together, 
then examined them. 

“Friends, they are only gilded disks of lead!” 

There was a crashing outbreak of delight over this news, 
and when the noise had subsided, the tanner called out: 

“By right of apparent seniority in this business, Mr. Wil- 
son is Chairman of the Committee on Propagation of the 

■ Tradition. I suggest that he step forward on behalf of his 
pals, and receive in trust the money.” 

A Hundred Voices. “Wilson! Wilson! Wilson! Speech! 
Speech!” 

Wilson [in a voice trembling with anger.] “You will al- 
low me to say, and without apologies for my language, 
damn the money!” 

. A Voice. “Oh, and him a Baptist!” 

A Voice. “Seventeen Symbols left! Step up, gentlemen, 
and assume your trust!” 

There was a pause — no response. 

The Saddler. “Mr. Chairman, we’ve got one clean man 
• left, anyway, out of the late aristocracy, and he needs 
money, and deserves it. I move that you appoint Jack 
Halliday to get up there and auction off that sack of gilt 

■ twenty-dollar pieces, and give the result to the right man 
— the man whom Hadleyburg delights to honor — Edward 
Richards.” 

This was received with great enthusiasm, the dog taking 
a hand again; the saddler started the bids at a dollar, the 
Brixton folk and Bamura’s representative fought hard for 
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it, the people cheered every jump that the bids made, the 
excitement climbed moment % moment l^igher and higher, 
the 'bidders got on their mettle and grew steadily more and 
more daring, more and more determined, the jumps went 
from a dollar up to five, then to ten, then to twenty, then- 
fifty, then to a hundred, then — 

At the beginning of the auction Richards whispered in 
distress to his wife: “O Mary, can we allow it? It — ^it — ^you 
see, it is an honor-reward, a, testimonial to pmrity of char- 
acter, and — and — can we allow it? Hadn’t I better get up 
and — o Mary, what ought we to do? — what do you think 
we — [Halliday’s voice. “Fifteen Tm bidi — fifteen for the 
sack! — twenty! — ah, thanks — thirty — thanks again! Thirty, 
thirty, thirty! — do I hear forty — forty it is! Keep the ball 
rolling, gentlemen, keep it rolling!— fifty!— thanks, noble 
Roman! going at fifty, fifty, fifty!— seventy!— ninety!— 
splendid!— a hundred!— pile it up, pile it up!— hundred and 
twenty— forty!— just in time!— hundred and fifty!— rvro 
hundred!— superb! Do I hear two h— thanks!— two hun- 
dred and fifty ! — ’T _ +, 1,1 

“It is another temptation, Edward — Im all in a tremble 

oh we’ve escaped one temptation, and that ought 

to warn to- [“Six did I hear?-thanks!-six m, six 
/-SEVEN himdredn And yet, Edward, when you think— 
nobody SUSP- [“Eight hundred doJlars!-hurrah!-make 
it nine! Mr. Parsons, did I hear you say thanks nine, 
—this noble sack of virgin lead 

dred dollars, gilding and all— come! do ^ ' 

^^fpratefullyyo^^^^^^^ 

utf-"iVSard” (be^nning t^ob^ ar^o p^r!- 

but— but— do as sat ^^-ith a conscience 

Edward fell— that is, he sat ^ overpowered by 

which was not satisfied, but whi 

circumstances. i„„VpH'like an amateur detec- 

Meantime a stranger, who look j^^d been 

five gotten up as an manifest interest, 

watching the evening’s proceedings wim _ , 

and with a contented expression 
been privately commenting to hii 
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The Chair fished again, and once more the familiar 
words began to fall from its lips— “‘You are far from 
being a bad man^ — ’ ” 

“Name! name! What’s his name?” 

‘“L. Ingoldsby Sargent.’” 

“Five elected! Pile up the Symbols! Go on, go on!” 

“‘You are. far from being a bad — 

“Name! name!” 

“ ‘Nicholas Whitworth.’ ” 

“Hooray! hooray! it’s a symbolical day!” 

Somebody wailed in, and began to' sing this rhyme 
(leaving out “it’s”) to the lovely “Mikado” tune of “When 
a man’s afraid, a beautiful maid — the audience joined 
in, with joy; then, just in time, somebody contributed an- 
other line: 

“And don’t you this forget — 

The house roared it out. A third line was at once fur- 
nished: 

“Corruptibles far from Hadleyburg are— 

The house roared that one too. As the last note died. Jack 
Halliday’s voice rose high and clear, freighted with a final 
fine: 

“But the Symbols are here, you bet!” 

- That was sung, with booming enthusiasm. Then the happy 
'house started in at the beginning and sang the four lines 
through twice, with immense swing and dash, and finished 
up with a crashing three-times-three and a tiger for “Had- 
leyburg the Incorruptible and all Symbols of it which we 
shall find worthy to receive the hall-mark tonight.” 

T^en the shoutings at the Chair began again, all over 
the place: - ' ■ 

“Go on! go on! Read! read some more! Read all you’ve 
got!” 

“That’s it — go on! We are winning eternal celebrity!” 
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upon the faces of each of these ostensible coins the names 
of the eighteen gentlemen who — ” 

Nine-tenths of the audience were on their feet in a mo- 
ment— dog and all— and the proposition was carried with 
a whirlwind of approving applause and laughter. 

They sat down, and all the Symbols except “Dr.” Clay 
Harkness got up, violently protesting against the proposed 
outrage, and threatening to — 

“I beg you not to threaten me,” said the stranger, calmly. 
“I know my legal rights, and am not accustomed to being 
frightened at bluster.” [Applause.'] He sat down. “Dr.” 
Harkness saw an opportunity here. He was one of the tn'o 
very rich men of the place, and Pinkerton was the other. 
Harkness was proprietor of a mint; that is to say, a popu- 
lar patent medicine. He was running for the Legislature 
on one ticket, and Pinkerton on the other. It was a close 
race and a hot one, and getting hotter every day. Both 
had strong appetites for money; each had bought a great 
tract of land, with a purpose; there was going to be a new 
railway, and each wanted to be in the Legislature and help 
locate the route to his own advantage; a sin^e vote might 
make the decision, and with it two or three fortunes. The 
stake was large, and Harkness was a daring speculator. 
He was sitting close to the stranger. He leaned over while 
one or another of the other Symbols was entertaining the 
house with protests and appeals, and asked, in a whisper: 

“What is your price for the sack?” 

“Forty thousand dollars.’’ 

‘Til 'give you twenty.” 

“No.” 

“Twenty-five.” 

“No.” 

' “Say thirty.” - 

“The price is forty thousand dollars; not a penny less.” 

“All-right, ril give it. I will come to the hotel at ten in 
the morning. I don’t want it known; will see you privately.” 

“Very good.” Then the stranger got up and said to the 
house: ; 

“I find it late. The speeches of these gentlemen are not 
without merit, not without interest, not without grace; yet 
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t-'cv”- but be was human, he was a cashier," and he 
jJo'pp'e^ a moment to make sure of the signature. Then he 
hear to fainting. 

“Fan me, htory, fan me! They are the same as gold!” 
“Oh, how lovely, Edward! VVhy?” 

“Sianed by Harfcness. What can the mystery of (hat bo, 

Mary'?” ' 

“Edward, do you thmk— ” 

“Look ■ here — ^look at this! Fifteen — fifteen — fifteen — 
thirty-four. Tbirtj’-eight thousand five hundred! Mary, the 
sack isn’t w’orth twelve dollars, and Harkness — apparently 
—has paid about par for it.” 

“And does it all come to us, do you think — instead of 
the ten thousand?” 

• “Why, it looks like it. And the checks are made to 
‘Bearer,’ too.” 

“Is that good. Edward? What is it for?” 

“A hint to collect them at some distant bank, I reckon. 
^«r.haps Harkness doesn’t want the matter known. What, 
at — a note?” 

os. It was with the checks.” 

. was in the “Stephenson” handwriting, but there was 
rignature. It said; 

“I am a disappointed man. Your honesty is beyond 
the reach of temptation. / had a different idea about 
it, but 1 wronged you in that, and I beg pardon, and 
do it sincerely. 1 honor you — and that is sincere too. 
This town is not worthy to kiss the hem of your gar- 
ment. Dear sir, I made a square bet with myself that 
there were nineteen dcbauchable men in your self- 
. righteous community. I have lost. Take the whole pot, 
you are entitled to it.” 

■Richards drew a de^ sigh, and said: 

“It seems written with fire — it bums so. Mary — I am 
miserable again.” 

“I, too. Afa dear, I wish — ” 

“To think, Mary — ^he believes in me.” 

“Oh, don’t, Edward — I can’t bear it.” 


1 


The Huii {■ftfU/'fi'i/ 

"If (hosi' In'inUlttil wtM'ils wt’u' UwisMVwt, Nfniv hml 
C 3 (til knows 1 I'l'Hovoil I (U'simvihI (Ihmii oikh' I lliinli I 
could tdvi' llu' forty Ihtuwmul dolliirn for lin'in, Ainl I 
would put tiuit pnpor mvny, iw roptiviouttui', 1111110 llijiii 
('.old (uut JowetH, mid koop tl idwtiyH, hut now Wo coilld 
not live in tlie iduutow of its neoitsini! pioM'ltoo, Mmy.'* 
He put it in the tire. 

A messenp.er nntved mul dollvt'tod tut ouvolopo, 
lUcliitrdH took from It 11 nolo mid toml It; It wii'i (tom 
fiurgess. 


"Vou finved ino, In n dltlienll llino, ) fifivcd you liiul 
nl/'!il- h wii'i 111 eoiii of n lie, Imi I mndc the hik-iIIUt 
freely, mul out of n I'.niloful heiul. None In llilii vll)ii/'n 
knows so well ns 1 know how Itrnve nod I'Ood nod 
nohle you me, At liolimn you ennnol lesped oiC, 
knowhip ns you do of thnf tnitllcr of wlihli f suti iKt^ 
ciiscd, mid Iiy the /'ctu'i'nl voice condemned; hut J 
hop (hnt you will nl Icnst hollevc tlinl 1 mu n pittUjtii 
rnnn; It v/ill help mo to benr my hiuden. 

f.Sif'iicdJ ‘'hr/nou'jr),’' 


"Saved, once more. And on such Icrrns!” I/c put fhc 
note in the fire, “f — J v/hh J v/crc dead, Mary, J whh I 
were out of It all," 

"Ob, these arc biffer, bitter days, IJdward, 'fhe stabs, 
through fhclf Vfu'y generosity, arc so deep — -and tbe^ come 
so fsst!” ’ 


Three day? before the election each of two thoasand vc 1 > 
er> sudderdy found himself In poesesslon of a pr; 5 »d me- 
mentr,- — one of the renov/ned bogus doublc^gJes, Around 
one' of It? face? was starnperl these words: "ths l- 

MAOTt TO Ttrr, TOOT' ?,TRA>To?,R V//S — ^ Arcund the ether 
face was stamped these: "00, and p.EFOst'r, fSTorrEoJ 
EaTorr." Thus the entire remaining refase cf the ranownec 
joke ?'?,? emptied apion a singfe head, and wdih cafamrtmrs 
efiest. It rer/jved the recent vast laugh and <xnc2n.ti2ted 
It upon Plnhertont and Karknena’s election, was a wair- 
• over, 

'Olthfn twer.fr-roor hours after the Bic^arnoe: hac re- _ 
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ceived their checks their consciences were quieting down, 
discouraged; the old coupk were learning to reconcile 
themselves to the sin which they had committed. But they 
were to leam, now, that a sin takes on new and real ter- 
rors when there seems a chance that it is going to be 
found out This gives it a fresh and most substantial and 
important aspect At church the morning sermon was of 
the usual pattern; it was the same old things said in the 
same old way; they had heard them a thousand times and 
found them iimocuous, next to meaningless, and easy to 
sleep under; but now it was different: the sermon seemed 
to bristle with accusations; it seemed aimed straight and 
specially at people who were concealing deadly sins. After 
church they got away from the mob of congratulators as 
soon as they could, and hurried homeward, chilled to the 
bone at they did not know what — vague, shadowy, indefi- 
nite ‘fears. And by chance they caught a glimpse of Mr. 
Burgess as he turned a comer. He paid no attention to their 
>^nod of recognition! He hadn’t seen it; but they did not 
know that. What could his conduct mean? It might mean — 

. ■ might mean — oh, a dozen dreadful things. Was it pos- 
sible that he knew that Richards could have cleared him 
of guilt in that bygone time, and had been silently waiting 
for a chance to even up accounts? At home, in their dis- 
tress they got to imagining that their servant mi^t have 
been in the next room listening when Richards revealed 
the secret to his wife that he knew of Burgess’s innocence; 
next, Richards began to imagine that he had heard the 
swish of a gown in there at that time; next, be was sure 
he /tad heard it. They would call Sarah in, on a pretext, 
and watch her face; if she had been betraying them to Mr. 
Burgas, it would show in her manner. They asked her some 
questions— questions which were so random and incoherent 
and seemin^y purposeless that the girl felt sure that the 
old people’s minds had been affected by their sudden good 
fortune; the sharp and watchful gaie which they bent upon 
her frightened her, and that completed the business. She 
blushed, she became nervous and confused, and to the old 
people these were plain signs of guilt— guilt of some fear- 
.ful sort or other — without doubt she was a spy and a 
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traitor. When they were alone again they began to piece 
many unrelated things together and get horrible rcsnlk 
out of the combination. When things had got about to the 
worst, Richards was delivered of a suddeb gasp, and his 
\rife asked: 

“Oh, what is it?— what is it?” 

“The note — ^Burgess’s note! Its language was sarcastic, I 
see it now.” He quoted: “ ‘At bottom you cannot respect 
me, knowing^ as you do, of that matter of which I am ac- 
cused’ — oh, it is perfectly plain, now, God help mel ,He 
knows that I know! You see the ingenuity of the phrasing. 
It was a trap — and like a fool, I walked into it. And 
Mary—?” 

“Oh, it is dreadful — I know what you are going to say — 
he didn’t return your transcript of the pretended test- 
remark.” 

“No — ^kept it to destroy us with. Mary, he has exposed 
us to some already. I Imow it — ^I know it well. I saw it in 
a dozen faces after church. Ah, he wouldn’t answer our 
nod of recognition — he knew what he had been doing!” 

In the night the doctor was called. The news went around 
in the morning that the old couple were rather seriously 
in — prostrated by the exhausting excitement growing out 
of their great windfall, the congratulations, and the late 
hours, the doctor smd. The town was sincerely distressed; 
for these old people were about all it had left to be proud 
of, now. 

, Two days later the news was worse. The old couple 
were delirious, and were doing strange things. By witness 
of the nurses, Richards had exhibited checks — for $8,500? 
No— for an amazing sum— $38,500! What could be the 
explanation, of this gigantic piece of luck? 

The following day the nurses had more news — and won- 
derful. They had concluded to hide the checks, lest harm 
come to them; but when they searched they were gone from 
under the patient’s pillow— vanished away. The patient 
■ said: . ■ 

“Let the pillow alone; what do you want’” 

‘•We thought it best that the checks—” 

You win never see them again — they are destroyed. 
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They came from Satan. I saw the hell-brand on them, and 
I knew they were sent to betray me to sin.” Then he fell 
to gabbling strange and dreadful things which were not 
clearly understandable, and which the doctor admonished 
them to keep, to themselves. 

Richards was right; the checks were never seen again. 

A nurse must have talked in her sleep, for within two 
days the forbidden gabblings were the property of the town; 
and they were of a surprising sort. They seemed to indi- 
cate that Richards had been a claimant for the sack him- 
self, and that Burgess had concealed that fact and then 
maliciously betrayed it 

Burgess was taxed with this and stoutly denied it. And 
he said it^was not fair to attach weight to the chatter of 
a sick old man who was out of his mind. Still, suspicion 
was in the air, and there was much talk. 

After a day or two it was reported that Mrs. Richards’s 
delirious deliveries were getting to be duplicates -of her 
husband’s. Suspicion flamed up into conviction, now, and 
the town’s pride in the purity of its one undiscredited im- 
portant citizen beg^ to dim down and flicker toward ex- 
tinction. 

Six days passed, then came more news. The old couple 
were dying. Richards’s mind cleared in his latest hour, and 
he, sent for Burgess. Burgess said: 

‘‘Let the room be cleared. T think he wishes to say some- 
thing in privacy.” 

“No!” said Richards: “I want witnesses. I want you all 
to hear my confession, so that I may die' a man, and not a 
dog. I was clean — artificially — ^like the rest; and like the 
rest I fell when temptation came. I signed a lie, .and claimed 
.the miserable sack. Mr. Burgess remembered that I had 
done him a service, and in gratitude (and ignorance) he 
suppressed my claim and saved me. You know the thing 
that was charged against Burgess years ago. My testimony, 
and mine alone, could have cleared him, and I was a cow- 
ard, and left him to suffer disgrace — ” 

“NcP-no — Mr. Richards, you — 

“My servant betrayed my secret to him — ” 

“No one has betrayed anything to me — ” 
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“and then he did a natural and justifiable thing, he 

repented of the saving kindness which he had done me, 
and he exposed me — as I deserved — " 

“Never! — I make oath — 

“Out of my heart I forgive him.” 

Burgess’s impassioned protestations fell upon deaf ears; 
the dying man passed away without knowing that once 
more he had done poor Burgess a wrong. The old wife died 
that night. 

The last of the sacred Nineteen had fallen a prey to the 
fiendish sack; the town was stripped of the last rag of its 
ancient glory. Its mourning was not showy, but it was 
deep. 

By act of the Legislature — upon prayer and petition — 
Hadleyburg was allowed to change its name to (never mind 
what — will not give it away), and leave one word out 
of the motto that for many generations had graced the 
town’s official seal. 

It is an honest town once more, and the man will have 
to rise early that catches it napping again. 



The Naming of Pudd’nhead Wilson 


things considered, the novel Pudd’nhead Wdson is one 
t contrived md least interesting of Twain's area 

to this are the chapter-heading mottoes a 
selecwn from which wilt be fcmd « ike besinZfol 
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Part Five, and the few brief paragraphs below from chap- 
ter one that relate how Pudd'nhead Wilson acquired his 
narhe. This anecdote is in Twain's richest vein. All you 
need to know is that this touches on the young man’s ar- 
rival in the town of Dawson’s Landing, oh the Missouri 
side of the Mississippi, half a day’s steamboat journey be- 
low St. Louis. 

In . . . February, Dawson’s Landing gained a new citizen. 
This was Mr. David Wilson, a young fellow of Scotch par- 
entage. He had wandered to this remote region from his 

■ birthplace in the interior of the State of New York, to seek 
. his fortune. He was twenty-five years old, college-bred, 
■and had finished a post-college course in an Eastern law 

■ school a couple of years before. 

, He was a homely, freckled, sandy-haired young fellow, 
with an intelligent blue eye that had frankness and com- 
radeship in it and a covert twinkle of a pleasant sort. But 
for an unfortunate remark of his, he would no doubt have 

■ entered at once upon a successful career at Dawson’s 
Landing. But he made his fatal remark the first day he 

’■ spent in the village, and it “gaged” him. He had just made 
the acquaintance of a group of citizens when an invisible 
dog began to yelp and snarl and howl and . make himself 
very comprehensively disagreeable, whereupon young Wil- 
son said, much as one who is thinking aloud: 

• “I wish I owned half of that dog.” 

. “Why?” somebody asked. - ’ , 

“Because I would kill my half.” 

■ The group searched his face with curiosity, with anxiety. 
, even, but found no light there, no expression that they could 
read. They fell away from him as from something uncaimy, 
and went into privacy to discuss him. One said: 

“ ’Pears to be a fool.” 

“ ’Pears?” said another. "Is, I reckon you better say.” 
“Said he wished he owned half of the dog, the idiot,” 
said a third. “What did he reckon would become of the 
other half if he killed his half? Do you reckon he thought 
;it would live?” 

• From Pudd’nhead Wilson. 



Cannibalism in the Cars 


I visited St. Louis lately, and on my way West, after 
changing cars at Terre Haute, Indiana, a mild, benevolent- 
looking gentleman of about forty-five, or maybe fifty, came 
in at one of the way-stations and sat down beside me. We 
talked together pleasantly on various subjects for an hour, 
perhaps, and I found him exceedingly intelligent and enter- 
taining. When he learned that I was from Washington, he 
immediately began to ask questions about various public 
men, and about Congressional affairs; and I saw very 
shortly that I was conversing with a man who was per- 
fectly familiar with the ins and outs of political life at the 
Capital, even to the ways and manners, and customs of 
procedure of Senators and Representatives in the Cham- 
bers of the National Legislature. Presently two men halted 
near us for a single moment, and one said to the other: 

“Harris, if you’ll do that for me, I’E never forget you, my 
boy.” 

:'My new comrade’s eye lighted pleasantly. The words had 
touched upon a happy memory, I thought. Then his face 
settled into thoughtfulness — almost into gloom. He turned 
to me ’and said, “Let me teU you a story; let me give you a 
secret chapter of my life — a chapter that has never been 
referred to by me since its events transpired. Listen pa- 
tiently, and promise that you will not interrupt me.” 

I said I would not, and he related the following strange 
• adventure, speaking sometimes with, animation, sometimes 
.with melancholy, but always with feeling and earnestness. 

the stranger’s narrative 

“On the 19th of December, 1853, I started from St. 
Louis on the evening train bound for Chicago. There were 

From Sketches New and Old . ' 
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upon the enemy had broken the fore-and-aft shaft of the 
driving wheel! With a free track before us we should still 
have been helpless. We entered the car wearied with labor, 
and very sorrowful. We gathered about the stoves, and 
gravely canvassed “our situation. We had no provisions 
whatever— r-in this lay our chief distress. We could not 
freeze, for- there was a good supply of wood in the tender. 
This was our only comfort. The discussion ended at last in 
accepting the disheartening decision of the conductor, viz., 
that it would be death for any man to attempt to travel fifty 
miles on foot through snow like that. We could not send 
for help, and even if we could it would not come. We must 
submit, and await, as patiently as we might, succor or 
starvation! I think the stoutest heart there felt a momen- 
tary chill when those words were uttered. 

-“Within the hour conversation subsided to a low murmur 
here and there about the car, caught fitfully between the 
rising and falling of the blast; the lamps grew dim; and the 
majority of the castaways settled themselves among the' 
flickering shadows to think — ^to forget the present, if they 
could — to sleep, if they might. 

“The eternal night — it surely seemed eternal to us — 

. wore its lagging hours away at last, and the cold gray dawn 
broke in the east. As the light grew stronger the passengers 
began to stir and give signs of life, one after another, and 
each in turn pushed his slouched hat up from his forehead, 
stretched his stiffened limbs, and glanced out at the win- 
dows upon the cheerless prospect. It was cheerless, indeed! 
-^not a living thing visible anywhere, not a human habita- 
tion; nothing but a vast white desert; uplifted sheets of 
snow drifting hither and thither before the wind — a- world 
. of eddying flakes shutting out the firmament above. • 

“All day we moped about the cars, saying little, thinking 
'much. Another lingering dreary night — and hunger. 

“Another dawning^ — another - day; of silence, sadness, 
wasting hunger, hopeless watching for succor that could 
not come. A night of restless slumber, filled with dreams of 
feasting— rwakings distressed with the gnawings of hunger. 

“The fourth day came and went — and the fifth! Five 
daj's of dreadful imprisonment! A savage hunger looked 
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out at every eye. There was in it a sign of awful import — 
the foreshadowing of a something that was vaguely shaping 
itself in every heart — a something which no tongue dared 
yet to frame into words. 

“The sixth day passed — ^the seventh dawned upon as 
gaunt and haggard and hopeless a company of men as ever 
stood in the shadow 'of death. It must out now! That thing 
which had been growing up in every heart was ready to 
leap from every lip at last! Nature had been taxed to the 
uflnost — she must }deld. Richard H. Gaston of Miimesota, 
tall, cadaverous, and pale, rose up. All knew what was 
coming. All prepared — every emotion, every semblance of 
excitement was smothered — only a calm, thoughtful seri- 
ousness appeared in the eyes that were lately so wild. 

‘“Gentlemen: It cannot be' delayed longer! The time is 
at hand! We must determine which of us shall die to fur- 
nish food for the rest!” 

“Mr. John J, Willums of Blinois rose and said: ‘Gen- 
tlemen — nominate the Rev. James Sawyer of Tennessee.’ 

“Mr.-Wm. R. Adams* of Indiana said: ‘I nominate Mr. 
Daniel Slote of New York.’ 

Mr. Charles J. Langdon: ‘I nominate Mr. Samuel A. 
Bowen of St. Louis.’ 

“Mr. Slote: ‘Gentlemen — desire to decline in favor of 
Mr. John A. Van Nostrand, Jun., of New Jersey.’ 

“Mr. Gaston: ‘If there be no objection, the gentleman’s 
desire W'ill be acceded to.’ 

“Mr. Van Nostrand objecting, the resignation of Mr. 
Slote was rejected. The resignations of Messrs. Savi^er and 
Bowen were also offered, and refused upon the same 
grounds. * 

“Mr. A. L. Bascom of Ohio: ‘I move that the nomina- 
tions now close, and that- the House proceed to an election 
by ballot.’ 

“Mr. Sawyer: ‘Gentlemen — ^I protest earnestly against 
these proceedings. They are, in every way, irregular and 
unbecoming. I must beg to move that they be dropped at 
once, and that we elect a chairman of the meeting and 
proper officers to assist him, and then we can go on with 
the business before us understandingly.’ 
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“Mr. Bell of Iowa: ‘Gentlemen— I object. This is no 
time to stand upon forms and ceremonious observances. 
For more, than seven days we have been without food. 
E.very moment we lose in idle discussion increases our dis- 
tress. I am satisfied with the nominations that have been 
made— every gentleman 'present is, I believe — and I, for 
one, do not see why we should not proceed at once to elect 
one or more of them. I wish to offer a resolution — ’ 

“Mr. Gaston: ‘It would be objected to,- and have to lie 
over one day under the rules, thus bringing about the vefy 
'delay you wish to avoid. The gentleman from New Jer- 
sey — ” 

“Mr. 'Van Nostrand: ‘Gentlemen — ^I am a stranger 
among you; I have not sought the distinction. that has been 
conferred upon me, and I feel a delicacy — ’ 

“Mr. Morgan of Alabama (interrupting): ‘I move the 
previous question.’ 

“The motion was carried, and further debate shut off, of 
course. The motion to elect officers was passed, and under 
it Mr. Gaston was chosen chairman, Mr, Blake, secretary, 
.^Messrs. Holcomb, Dyer,- and Baldwin, a committee on 
ominations, and Mr. R. M. Howland, purveyor, to assist 
e committee in making selections. 

“A recess of half an hour was then taken, and some little 
caucusing followed. At the sound of the gavel the meeting 
reassembled, and the committee reported in .favor of 
Messrs. George Ferguson of Kentucky, Lucien Herrman 
of Louisiana, and W. Messick of Colorado as candidates. 
The report was accepted. 

“Mr. Rogers of Missouri: ‘Mr. President— rThe report - 
being properly before the House now, I move to amend if 
by .substituting for the name o|,Mr. Herrman that of Mr. 
Lucius Harris of St. Louis, who is well and honorably 
known to us all. I do not wish to be understood as casting 
the least reflection upon the high character and standirig of 
the gentleman from Louisiana — far from it. I respect and 
esteem him as much as any gentleman here present possi-’ 
bly can; but none of lis can be blind to the fact that he has 
lost more flesh during the week that we have lain here than 
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“Do you mean to tell me that — ” 

“Do not interrupt me, please. After breakfast we elected 
a man by the name of Walker, from Detroit, for supper. 
He was very good, I wrote his wife so afterwards. He was 
worthy of all praise. I shall always remember Walker. He 
was a little rare, but very good. And then the next morn- 
ing we had Morgan of Alabama for breakfast. He was one 
of the finest men I ever sat down to — handsome, educated, 
refined, spoke several languages fluently — a perfect gentle- 
man — ^be was a perfect gentleman, and singularly juicy. 
For supper we had that Oregon patriarch, and he wo-r a 
fraud, there is no question about it — old, scraggy, tough, 
nobody can picture the reality. I finally said, gentlemen, 
you can do as you like, but I will wait for another elec- 
tion. And Grimes of Illinois said, ‘Gentlemen, 1 will wait 
also. When you elect a man that has something to recom- 
mend him, I shall be glad to join you again.’ It soon became 
evident that there was general dissatisfaction with Davis of 
Oregon, and so, to preserve the good-will that had pre- 
vailed so pleasantly since we had had Harris, an election 
was called, and the result of it was that Baker of Georgia 
was chosen. He was splendid! Well, well — after that we 
had Doolittle, and Hawkins, and McElroy (there was some 
complaint about McElroy, because he was uncommonly 
short and thin), and Penrod, and two Smiths, and Bailey 
(Bailey had a wooden leg, which was clear loss, but he was 
otherwise good), and an Indian boy, and an organ-grinder, 
and a gentleman by the name of Buckminster — a poor stick 
of a vagabond that wasn’t any good for conipany and no 
account for breakfast. We were glad we got him elected 
before relief came.” 

“And so the blessed relief did come at last?” 

“Yes, it came one bright, sunny morning, just after elec- 
tion. John Murphy was the choice,, and there never was a 
better, I am willing to testify; but John Murphy came home 
with us, in the train that came to succor us, and lived to 
marry the widow Harris — ” 

'“Relict of — ” 

“Relict of our first choice. He married her, and is happy 
and respected and prosperous yet. Ah, it was like a novel. 
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sir — it was like a romance. This is my stopping-place, sir; 
I must bid you good-by. Any time that you can make it 
convenient to tarry a day or two with me, I shall be glad 
to have you. I like you, sir; I have conceived an affection 
for you. I could like you as well as I liked Harris himself, 
sir. Good day, sir, and a pleasant journey.” 

He was gone. I never felt so stunned, so distressed, so be- 
• ■ • wildercd in my life. But in my soul I was glad he was gone. 
With all his gentleness of manner and his soft voice, I shud- 
dered whenever, he turned his hungry eye upon me; and 
when I heard that I had achieved his perDous affection, and. 
that I stood almost with the late Harris in his esteem, my 
' • heart fairly stood still! 

I was bewildered beyond description. 1 did not doubt his 
■ word; I could not question a single item in a statement so 
stamped with the earnestness of truth as his; but its dread- 
ful details overpowered me, and threw my thoughts into 
hqpcless confusion. I saw the conductor looking at me. I 
. said, “Who is that man?” 

“He was a member of Congress once, and a ^od one. 

; But he got caught in a snowdrift in the cars, and like to 
have been starved to death. He got so frost-bitten and 
frozen up generally, and used up for w^ant of something to 
•eat, that he was sick and out of his head two or three 
months afterward. He is all right now, only he is a mono- 
. maniac, and when he gets on that old subject he never 
, stops till he has eaten up that car-load of people he 
talks about. He would have finished the crowd by this time, 
only he had to get out here. He has got their names as pat 
as A B C. When he gets them all eat up but himself, he 
always says: ‘Then the hour for the usual election for 
breakfast having arrived, and there being no opposition, I 
was duly elected, after which, there being no. objections 
■ offered, I resigned. Thus I am here.’ ” - 

• I felt inexpressibly relieved to know that I had only been 
.listening to the harmless vagaries of a madman instead of 
. the genuine experiences of a bloodthirsty cannibal. 


Scenes from Tom Sawyer Abroad 


This short novel is a strange work. Its abrupt and errati- 
cally developed story tells of how Tom, and Huck, and Jim 
are carried off in the great balloon of a mad inventor. The 
proprietor jumps overboard in his madness, over the At- 
lantic. The three boys cruise for a number of days over 
the ocean and the Sahara, winding up on Mt. Sinai. 

The interest lies wholly in a series of wonderful dis- 
putes among the three boys, of which the best follmv. Ber- 
nard DeVoto considered the story a neglected item in 
Twain’s finest work, calling these conversations “a delib- 
erate exploration of the provincial mind and its prejudices, 
ignorances, assumptions, wisdoms, cimning.” Tom, Huck, 
and Jim stand as distinct facets of that mind. 

At the beginning, Tom has grown fretful over losing 
bis central place in local attention. 

Well, by and by Tom’s glory got to paling down graduly, 
on account of other thin gs turning up for the people to 
talk about — ^first a horse-race, and on top of that a house 
afire, and on top of that the circus, and on top of that the 
eclipse; and that started a revival, same as it always does, 
and by that time there wasn’t any more talk about Tom, 
so to speak, and you never see a person so sick and dis- 
gusted. 

Pretty soon he got to worrying and fretting right along 
day in and day out, and w'hen I asked him what was he in 
such a state about, he said it ’most broke his heart to think 
how tune was slipping away, and him getting older and 
older, and no wars breaking out and no way of making a 
name for himself that he could see. Now that is the way 


From Tom Sanryer Abroad. 
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boys is always tMnking, but he was the first one I ever 
heard come out and say it 

So':then he set to work to get up a plan to make him 
celebrated; and pretty soon he struck it, and ofiered to take 
me and Jim in. Tom Sawyer was always free and generous 
that way. There’s a-plenty of boys that’s mighty good and 
friendly when you’ve got a good thing, but when a good 
thing happens to come their way they don’t say a word to 
you,, and try to hog it all. That wam’t ever Tom -Sawyer’s 
way, I can say that for him. There’s plenty of boys'that will 
come hankering and groveling around you when you’ve 
got an apple and beg the core off of you; but when they’ve 
•got one, and you beg for the core and remind them how 
you give them a core one time, they say thank you ,’most 
to death, but there ain’t a-going to be no core. But I no- 
tice they always git come up with; all you got to do is to 
wait 

WeU, we went out in the woods on the Mil, and Tom 
told us what it was. It was a crusade. 

“What’s a crusade?” I says. - 
He looked scornful, the way he’s always done when he 
was ashamed of a person, and says: • 

“Buck Finn, do you mean to tell me you don’t know 
. what a crusade is?” 

■ “No,” says I, “I don’t. And I don’t care to, nuther. I’ve 
lived till now and done without it, and had niy health, 
too. But as soon as you tell me, Fll know, and that’s soon 
enough. I don’t see any use in finding out things and clog- 
ging up my head with them when I mayn’t ever have any 
occasion to use ’em. There was Lance Williarhs, he learned 
how to talk Choctaw here till one come and dug his grave 
for him. Now, then, what’s a crusade? But I can tell yon 
one thing before you begin; if it’s a patent-fight, there’s 
no money in it. Bill Thompson he — ” 

“Patent-right!” says he. “I never see such an idiot. Why, 
a crusade is a kind of war.” 

I thought he must be losing his mind. But no, he. was in. 
real earnest, and went right on, perfectly ca’m: 

“A crusade is a.^vw to recover the Holy Land from the 
• paynim.” 
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"Which Holy Land?” - . 

“Why, the Holy Land — there ain’t but one.” 

"What do we .want of it?” 

“Why, can’t you understand? It’s in the hands of the 
paynim, and it’s our duty to take it away from them.” 

"How did we come to let them git hold of it?” "" 

"We didn’t come to let them git hold of it They always 
bad it” 

“Why, Tom, then it must belong to them, don’t it?” 

“Why of course it does. Who said it didn’t?” 

I studied over it, but couldn’t seem to git at the right of 
h, no way. I says: 

“It’s too many for me, Tom Sawyer. If I had a farm 
and it was mine, and another person wanted h, would it 
be right for him to — ” 

“Oh, shucks! you don’t know enough to come in when 
it rains, Huck F inn. It ain’t a farm, it’s entirely different. 
You see, it’s Hke this. They own the land, just the mere 
land, and that’s all they do own; but it was our folks, our 
Jews, and Christians, that made it holy, and so they haven’t 
any liusiness to be there defiling it It’s a shame, and we 
ought not to stand it a minute. We ought to march against 
them and take it away from them.” 

"Why, it does seem to me it’s the most mixed-up thing 
I eyer see! Now, if I had a farm and another person — ” 

“Don’t I tell you it hasn’t got anything to do with farm- 
ing? Farming is business, just common low-down business: 
that’s aH it is, it’s all you can say for it; but this is higher, 
this is religious, and totally different.” 

“Religious to go and take the land away from people 
that ovras it?” 

"Certainly; it’s always been considered so.” 

Jim he shook his head, and says: 

“Mars Tom, I reckon dey’s a mistake about it somers— 
dey mos’ sholy is. I’s religious myself, enT knows plenty 
religious people, blit I hain’t run across none dat acts like 
dat.” 

It made Tom hot, and he says: 

“Well, it’s enough to make a body sick, such mullet- 
headed ignorance! If either of you’d read an3dhing about, 
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history, you’d know that Richard Cur de Loon, and the 
Pope, and Godfrey de BuUeyn, and lots more of the most 
noble-hearted and pious people in the worl^ hacked and 
hammered at the pajmims for more than two himdred years 
trying to take their land away from them, and .swum 
neck-deep in blood the whole time — and yet here’s a 
couple of sap-headed country yahoos out in the back- 
woods of Missouri setting themselves up to know more 
•about the rights and wrongs of it than they didi Talk about 
cheek!” 

, , Well, of course, that put a more difEefent light on it, 
and me and Jim felt pretty cheap and ignorant, and wished 
we hadn’t been quite so chipper. I couldn’t say nothing, 
and Jim he couldn’t for a while; then he says: 

“Well, den, I reckon it’s all right; beca’se ef dey didn’t 
know, dey ain’t no use ^r po’ ignorant folks like us to be 
trying to know; en so, ef it’s our duty, we got to go en 
tackle it en do de bes’ we can. Same time, I feel as sorry 
for dem paynims as Mars Tom. De hard part gwine to be 
to kill folks dat a body hain’t been ’quainted wid and dat 
hain’t done him no harm. Dat’s it, you see. Ef we wuz to 
go ’mongst ’em, jist we three, en say we’s hungry, en ast 
’em for a bite to eat, why, maybe dey’s jist like yuther 
people. Don’t you reckon dey is? Why, dey’d give it, I 
know dey would, en den — ” 

‘Then what?” 

“Well, Mars Tom, my idea is like dis. It ain’t no use, 
we can’t kill dem po’ strangers dat ain’t doin’ us no harm, 
till we’ve had practice — I knows it perfectly well. Mars 
Tom — ^’deed I knows it perfectly well. But ef we takes 
a’ axe or two, jist you en me en Huck, en slips acrost de 
river tonight arter de moon’s gone down, en kills dat sick 
fam’ly dat’s over on the Sny, en bums dey house dovyn, 
en — ” ■ ' • 

“Oh, you make me tired!” says Tom. “I don’t want to 
argue any more with people like you and Huck Finn, that’s 
always wandering from the subject, and ain’t got any more 
sense than to try to reason out a thing that’s pure theology 
• by the laws that protect real estatel” 

Now that’s just where Tom Sawyer wam’t fair. Jim didn’t 
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to have >?at Parsons coining back bragging about seeing 
the balloon, an^ him having to listen to it and keep quiet. 
So he wanted me and Jim to go too, and we went.' 

It was a noble big balloon, and had wings and fans and 
all sorts of things,, and wasn’t like any balloon you see in 
.pictures. It was away out toward the edge of town, in a 
vacant lot, corner of Twelfth street; and there was a big 
crowd around it, making fun of it, and making fun of the 
man — a lean pale feller with that soft kind of mooplight 
in his eyes, you know — and they kept saying it wouldqjt 
go. It made him hot to hear them, and he would turn on 
them and shake his fist and say they was animals and blind, 
but some day they would find they had stood face to face 
with one of the men that lifts up nations and makes civi- 
lizations, and was too dull to know it; and right here on 
this spot their own children and grandchildren would build 
a monument to him that would outlast a thousand years, 
but his name would outlast the monument. And then the 
crowd would burst out in a laugh "again, and yell at him, 
and ask him what was his name before he was married, 
and what he would take to not do it, and what was his 
sister’s cat’s grandmother’s name, and all the things that a 
crowd says when they’ve got hold of a .feller that they see 
they can plague. Well, some things they said, woj funny — 
yes, and mighty witty too, I ain’t denying that — but all the 
same it wam’t fair nor brave, all them people pitching on - 
one, and they so glib and sharp, and him without any gift 
of talk to answer back with. But, good land! what did he 
want to sass back for? You see, it couldn’t do him no good, 
and it was just nuts for them. They had him, you know. 
But that was his way. I reckon he couldn’t help it; he was 
made so, I judge. He was a good enough sort of cretur, 
and hadn’t no harm in him, and was just a genius, as the 
papers said, which wasn’t his fault. We can’t all be sound; 
we’ve got to he the way we’re made. As near, as I can 
make out, geniuses think they know it all, and so they 
won’t take people’s advice, but always go their own way, 
which makes everybody forsake them and despise them, 
and that is perfectly natural. If they was humbler, and lis- 
tened and tried to learn, it would be better for them. 
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The part the professor was in v/as like a boat, and was 
fafg asd rcomy, and had water-tight lockers around the in- 
side to keep an sorts of things in, and a body could sit on 
them, and make beds on them, too. We went aboard, and 
there was tvrenty people there, snooping around and exam- 
inhg, and old Nat Parsons was there, too. The professor 
kept fussing around getting ready, and the people went 
ashore: drifting out one at a time, and old Nat he was fte 
last. Of course it wouldn’t do to let him go out behind its. 
We mustn’t budge till he svas gone, so we could be last 
onrseWes. 

But he was gone now, so it was time for us to follow. I 
beard a hig shout, and turned around — the city w^as drop- 
ping from under us Hire a shot! It made me sick ^ 


through- 1 was so scared. Tim turned gray and couldn’t say 
a word, and Tom didn't say nothing, but looked excited. 
The city went on dropping down, and down, and down; 
but we i^dn’t seem to t-e doing nothing but just hang in 
the air and stand stdL Tne houses got smaller and smaller, 
and the city pulled itself together, closer and closer, and 
the men and wagons got to looking ants and bugs 
crawling around, and the streets like threads and cracks; 
and then it all kind of melted together, and there wasn’t 
py city any more: it was only a big scar on the eairth, and 
it seemed to me a body could see up the river and down 
the river about a thousand miles, though of course it 
wasE t so muc’a. By and by the earth w'as a ball — just a 
round bail, of a d'ull color, with shiny stripes wriggling 
ann winding around over it, which was rivers. Ths"V/Tdd£r 
Doupas always told ms the earth was round like a ball, 
but I never took anv stock in a lot of them sunerstitions o’ 


hers, ana o: course I paid no atte: 
I co’old see myself that the world 
and fiat. I used to go up on t 


:crn to that one, because 
as the shape of a. plate, 
hnl, and take a Icon 


arotind and prove it for myself, be 


J. i. 


way to get a sure thing on a fact is to go and examine 
yourself,' and not taZee anybody’s saj-so. But I had to 
give in how that the widder was, right. That is. she was 
right as to the rest of the w- cri d, met she wam’t right about 
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-the part our village is. in; that part is the shape of a plate, 
and flat, I take my oathl 

The balloon has been traveling for some time and the 
passengers have been sleeping, when a disturbance in 
Hack's mind gives rise to a debate. 

There was one thing that kept bothering me, and by 
and -by I says: 

“Tom, didn’t we start east?” 

“Yes." 

“How fast have we been going?’’- 

: “Well, you heard what the professor said when he was 
raging round. Sometimes, be said, we was making, fifty 
miles an hour, sometimes ninety, sometimes a hundred; 
said that with a gale to help he could make three hundred 
any time, and said if he wanted the gale, and wanted it 
blowing the right direction, he only had to go up higher 
or down lower to find it.” 

“Well, then, it’s just as I reckoned. The professor lied.” 

“Why?” 

“Because if we was going so fast w'e ought to be past 
Illinois, oughtn’t we?” 

“Certainly.” 

“Well, we ain’t.” 

“What’s the reason we ain’t?” 

“I know by the color. We’re right over Illinois yet. And 
you can see for yourself that Indiana ain’t in sight.” 

“I wonder what’s the matter with you, Huck. You know 
by the color?” 

. “Yes, of course I do.” 

“What’s the color got to do with it?” 

“It’s got everything to do with it. Illinois is green, Indi- 
ana is pink. You show me any pink down here, if you can. 
No, sir; k'’s green.” 

“Indiana pink? Why, what a lie!” 

“It ain’t no lie; I’ve seen it on fhe map, and it’s pink.”. 

You never see a person so aggravated and disgusted. He 
says: 

“Well, if I was such a numskull as you, Huck Finn, I 
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would jump over. Seen it on the map! Huck Finn, did you 
reckon the States was the .same color out-of-doors as thc> 

^'“Tora Sawyer, what’s a map for? Ain’t it to learn you 
facts?” 


“Well, then, how’s it going to do that rf it tells lies. 

That’s what 1 want to know'.” 

“Shucks, you muggins! It don’t tell lies.” 

“It don’t, don’t it?” 


-“No, it don’t.” 

"All right, then; if it don’t, there ain’t no two States 
the same color. You git around that, if you can, "Tom Saw- 


He see I had him, and Jim sec it too; and I tell you, I 
felt pretty good, for Tom Sawyer W'as always a hard per- 
son to git ahead of. Jim slapped his leg and Raj's ; 

“I tell you! dat’s smart, dat’s right down smart Ain’t 
no use, Mars Tom; he got you dis time, sho’l” He slapped 
his leg again, and says, “My lan\ but it was smart one!” 

I never felt so' go^ in my life; and yet 1 didn’t know 
I was saying anything much till it was out, J was just moon-- 
ing along, perfectly careless, and not expecting anything 
was going to happen, and never thinking of such a thing 
i. 'at all, when, all of a sudden, out it came. Why, it 'was just 
. as much a surprise to me as it w'as to any of them. It was 
just the same way it is when a person is munching nlong 
■' on a hunk of com-pone, and not thinking about anything, 
■ and all of a sudden bites into a di’mond. Now all that he 


knows first off is that it’s some kind of gravel he’s bit into; 
but he don’t find out it’s a di’mond til! he gits it out and 
brushes off the sand and crumbs and one thing or another, 
and has a look at it, and then he’s surprised and glad — 
yes, and proud too; though when you come to .look the 
thingstraight in the eye, he ain’t entitled to as much credit 
as he would ’a’ been if he’d been hunting di’monds. You 
can see the difference easy if you think it over. You sec, 
an accident, that way, ain’t fairly as big a thing as a thing 
that’s done a-purpose. Anybody could find that di’mond in 
I that com-pone; but mind you, it’s got to be somebody 
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the part our village is. in; that part is the shape of a plate 
and flat, I take my oath! 

' The balloon has been .traveling "for some time and ih 
passengers have been sleeping, when a disturbance ii 
Hiick’s mind gives rise to a debate. 

There was one thing that kept bothering me, and bi 
and by I says: 

‘Tom, didn’t we start east?” 

“Yes.” 

“How fast have we been going?” - 

■ ‘‘Well, you heard what the professor said when he' was 
raging round. Sometimes, he said, we was making, fiftj 
miles an hour, sometimes ninety, sometimes a hundred; 
said that with a gale to help he could make three hundred 
any time, and said if he wanted the gale, and wanted i( 
blowing the right direction, he only had to go up higher 
or down lower to find it.” 

‘‘Well, then, it’s just as I reckoned. The professor lied.” 

“Why?” 

“Because if we was going so fast we ought to be past 
Illinois, oughtn't we?” 

“Certainly.” - 

. “Well, we ain’t.” 

“What’s the reason we ain’t?” 

“I know by the color. We’re right over Illinois yet. And 
, you can see for yourself that Indiana ain’t in sight.” 

“I wonder what’s the matter with you, Huck. You know 
by the color?" 

“Yes, of course I do.” 

“What’s the color got to do rvith it?" 

“It’s got everything to do with it. Illinois is green, Indi- 
ana is pink. You show me any pink down here, if you can. 
No, sir; it’s green.” 

“Indiana pink? Why, what a lie!” 

‘ It ain’t no lie; Fve seen it on Ihe map, and it’s pink.” 

You never see a person so aggravated and disgusted. He 
says: 

‘Well, if I was such a numskull as you, Huck Finn, I 
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would jump over. Seen it on the map! Huck Finn, did you 
reckou the States was the .same color out-of-doors as they 
are on the map?” 

. “Tom Sawyer, what’s a map for? Ain’t it to learn you 
facts?” 

“Of course.” 

“Well, then, how’s it going to do that if it tells lies? 
"niat’s what I want to know.” 

“Shucks, you muggins! It don’t tell lies.” 

“It don’t, don’t it?” 

'“No, it don’t.” 

“AU right, then; if it don’t, there ain’t no two States 
the same color. You git around that, if you can, Tom Saw- 
yer.” , _ 

He see I had him, and Jim see it too; and I tell you, I 
felt pretty good, for Tom Sawyer w'as always a hard per- 
son to git ahead of. Jim slapped his leg and says: 

“I tell you! dat’s smart, dat’s right down smart Ain’t 
no use. Mars Tom; he got you dis time, sho’l” He slapped 
his leg again, and says, “My Ian’, but it was smart one!” 

I never felt so good in my life; and yet I didn’t know 
I was saying anything much till it was out. I was just moon-- 
ing along, perfectly careless, and not expecting anything 
was. going to happen, and never thinking of such a thing 
at all, when, all of a sudden, out it came. Why, it'was just 
as much a surprise to me as it w'as to any of them. It was 
just the same way it is when a person is munching along 
on a hunk of com-pone, and not thinking about anything, 
and all of a sudden bites into a di’mond. Now aU that he 
knows first off is that it’s some kind of gravel he’s bit into; 
but he don’t find out it’s a di’mond till he gits it out and 
brushes off the sand and crumbs and one thing or another, 
and has a look at it, and then he’s surprised and glad — 
yes, and proud too; though when you come to Jook the 
' thing straight in the eye, he ain’t entitled to as much credit 
as he would ’a’ been if he’d been hunting di’mbnds. You 
can see the difference easy if you think it over. You see, 
an accidentj that way, ain’t fairly as big a thing as a thing 
^that’s done a-purpose. Anybody could find that di’mond in 
that corn-pone; but mind you, it’s got to be somebody 
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“WTiy, Mars Tom, if you knowed what chuckic-hcads 
em painters is, you’d wait a long time before you'd fetch 
ne er dem in to back up a fac’. Ts gwinc to tell you, den 
3u kin see for you’sclf, I see one of ’em a-paintin’ away, 
ie day, down in ole Hank Wilson’s back lot, on 1 went 
3wn to see, en he was paintin’ dat old brindle cow wid do 
ar hom gone — you knows de one I means. En I ast him 
hat he’s paintin’ her for, en he say when he git her 
linted, depicture’s wmth a hundred dollars. Mars Tom, he 
luld a got de cow fer fifteen, en I tole him so. Well, sah, 
you’ll b’lieve me, he jes’ shuck his head, dat painter did. 

I went on a-dobbin’. Bless you. Mars Tom, dey don’t 
low nothin’.” 


Tom lost his temper. I notice a person ’most always docs 
ats got laid out in an argument. He told us to .shut up. 
Id maybe we’d feel better. Then he sec a town clock awav 
own yonder, and he took up the glass and looked at it, 
Id then looked at his silver turnip, and then at the clock 
turnip again, and says: 

Jhats funny! That clock’s near about an hour fast.” 

took 5 . another clock, and 

toow look, and It was, an hour fast too. That puzzled him. 

Stan™ ^ 


sur?encipbTt^ “P •'‘"d 

are enough n was an hour fast too. Then his eves bconn 

he saysf ’ike, Ld 
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you don't moan ill" 

“t'ymoon, and tSottam SAw 
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“Nobody. He never asked.” 

Jim studied a minute, and says: 

‘Well, dat do beat me. I wouldn’t ’a’ tuck no sich rcsk. 

But some people ain’t scared o’ nothin'. Dcy bang^ right 
ahead; dey don’t care what happens. So den day's allays an 
hour’s diffunce everj’whah, Mars Tom?" 

“An hour? No! It’s four minutes difference for every 
degree of longitude, you know. Fifteen of ’ern’s an hour, 
thkti' of ’em’s two hours, and so on. NSffien it’s one o’clock 
Tuesday morning in England, it’s eight o'clock the night 
before in New York.” 

Jim moved a little way along the locker, and you could 
see he was insulted. He kept shaking his head and mutter- 
ing, and so I slid along to him and patted him on the leg, 
and petted turn up, and got him over the worst of his feel- 
ings, and then he says: 

“Mars Tom talkha’ sich talk as dat! Choosday in one 
place en Monday in t’other, bofe in the same dayl Huck, 
dis ain't no place to joke — ^up here whah we is. Two days 
in one day! How you gwine to get two days inter one day? 
Can’t git two hours inter one hour, kin you? Can’t git two 
niggers inter one nigger skin, kin you? Can’t git two gallons 
of whisky inter a one-gallon jug, kin you? No, sir, 'Iwould 
strain de jug. Yes, en even den you couldn’t, / don’t be- 
lieve. ’fi'hy, lookj' here, Huck, s’posen de Choosday was 
New Year’s — now den! is you guine to tel! me it’s dis year 
in' one place en las’ year in t’other, bofe in de identical 

same minute? It’s de beatenest rubbage! I can’t stan' it 1 

can’t Stan’ to hear tell ’bout iL” Then he begun to shiver 
and turn gray, and Tom says: , 

“Now what’s the matter? Vv^at's the troublcT’ 

Jim could hardly speak, but he says; 

“Mars Tom, you ain’t jokin’, en it’s so?" 

“No, Fm not, and it is so.’’ 

Jim shivered again, and says: 

“Den dat Monday could be de las’ daymen dey wouldn’t 
be no las’ day in England, en de dead wouldn’t' call'--’ 
We mustn’t go over dah, Mars Tom. Please git him to tu^ 
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^ wn could cover up cvcr>' last inch of ihc United 
£ ti” projected <.=«, y-, 

S’dSEnpla.d, Scotod. 

aud an Germany. Yes, sir, you cou d hide Ik o. I.. 
brave and all of them countries dean out of s.^hl 
the Great Sahara, and you would still have Z.tiOO 

miles 'of sand left" . 

‘'Well,” 1 says, "it dean beats me. VSTiy, Tom, it siin-.s? 
that the Lord took as much pains makin’ this Desert i.s 
maMn’ the United States and all them other countries." 

Jim says: "Hude, dal don’ stan’ to reason. 1 reckon dis 
Desert waVt made at all. 'Now you take cn look at it like 
dis— you look at it, and see cf I’s right. What'i a dr-cn po<vj 
for? .Taint good for nuthin’. Dcy ain’t no May to make il 
pay. Hain’t dat so, Huck?’’ , 

‘.Yes, I reckon.’’ 

, “Hain’t it so, Mars TomT’ 

T guess so. Go on.” 

"Ef a thing ain’t no good, it's made in vain, a;nT itlT 

' ‘‘yes.’’ 

"Nmv, den! Do de Lord make anything ’in vdn? Ycu 
answer me dat” 

“WeU— no. He don’t." 

‘Den how come, He make a desertT’ 

“Well, go on. How did He come to make iir 
“Mars Tom, 7 blieve it uz jes like when yoa's baiicir.' 
a house; deys allays a lot o’ truck cn rubbish Icf ovc* 
What does you do wid it? Doan’ you talie cn k’yart'it "ci 
dump it into a ole vacant back lot? 'Course. Now d»n i^^ 
my opmion hit was jes like dat-dat de Great Sab-'-, 
whrnt made at all, she jes happen' " 

argument, and I believed it 
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Away o5 now we see a little hill, a-standing up i^^t on 
the edge of the world. Tom broke o2 his talk, and reached 
{of a glass very much excited, and took a^ look, and says: 

‘That’s it — ^it’s the one I’ve been looking for, sure. If 
I’m right, it’s the one the derv’ish took the man into and 
showed him all the treasures.” 

So we began to gaze, and he begun to tell about it out 

of the Arabian Mights. 

Tom said it happened like this. 

A dervish was stumping it along through the Desert, on 
foot, one blazing hot day, and he had come a thousand 
miles and was pretty poor, and hungry, and ornery and 
tired, and along about where we are now he run across a 
camel-driver with a hundred camels, and asked him for 
' some a’ms. But the camel-driver he asked to be excused. 
The dervish said; 

“Don’t you own these camels?” 

“Yes, they’re mine.” 

“Are you in debt?” 

‘^ 0 — me? No.” 

'Well, a man that owns a hundred camels and ain’t in 
debt is rich — and not only rich^but very’ rich. Ain’t it so?” 

The camel-driver owned up that it was so. Then the 
dervish says; 

“God has made you rich, and He has made me poor. He 
has His reasons, and they are wise, blessed be His name. 
But He has willed that His rich shall help His poor, and 
you have turned away from me, your brother, in my need, 
and He will remember this, and you will lose by it;” 

That made the camel-driver feel shaky, but all the same 
he was born hoggish after money and didn’t like to let go 
a cent; so he begun to whine and explain, and said times 
was hard, and although he had took a full freight dowm to 
Balsora and got a fat rate for it, he couldn’t ^t no return 
freight, and so he wam’t making no great things out of his 
, trip. So the dervish starts along again, arid says; 

“M right, if you want’ to take the risk; but I reckon 
you ve made a mistake this time, and missed a chance.” 

Of course the camel-driver wanted to know what kind of 
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through, because they live very simple, you knov/, and 
don’t keep house, but board around and give their note. 

But that wam’t the end yet. That ornery hound kept 
coming and coining till he had begged back aH the camels 
and had the whole hundred. Then he v/as satisfied, and ever 
so grateful, and said he wouldn’t ever forgit the dervish as 
long as he lived, and nobody hadn’t been so good to him' 
before, and liberal. So they shook hands good-by, and scpa- 
rated-and started off again. 

But do you knov/, it v/am’t ten minutes till the camel- 
driver was unsatisfied again — he was the lov/dowhest rep- 
tyle in seven counties — and he come a-running again. And 
this time the thing he wanted was to get the dervish to rub 
some. of the salve on his other eye. 

"Why?” said the dervish. 

“oh, you know,” says the driver. 

‘'Know what?” 

‘.y/ell, you can’t fool me,” says the driver, “You’re try- 
ing, fo keep back, something from me, yo(i know h mighty 
well. Ton know, I reckon, that if I had the salve on the 
other eye I could see a lot more things that’s valuable. 
Come — please put it on.” 
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a. chance he had missed, because maybe there was'' money 
in it; so he run after the dervish, and begged him so hard 
and earnest to take pity on him that at last the dervish 
gave in, and says: 

"Do you see that hill yonder? Well, in that hill is all the 
treasures of the earth, and I was looking around for a inan 
with a particular good kind heart and a noble, generous 
disposition, because if I could find just that man, I’ve got a 
kind of a salve I could put on his eyes and he could see the 
treasures and get them out.” 

So then the camel-driver was in a sweat; and he cried, 
and begged, and took on, and went down on his knees, and 
said he was just that kind of a man, and said he could fetch 
a thousand people that would say he wasn’t ever described 
so exact before. 

"Well, then,’’ says the dervish, “all right. If we load the 
hundred camels, can 1 have half of them?” 

The driver was so glad he couldn’t hardly hold in, and 
says; 

“Now you’re shouting.” ~ 

So they shook hands on the bargain, and the dervish got 
Out his box and rubbed the salve on the driver’s right eye, 
and the hill opened and he went in, and there, sure enough, 
was piles and piles of gold and jewels sparkling like all the 
stars in heaven had fell down. 

' So him and the dervish laid into it, and they loaded every 
camel till he couldn't carry no more; then' they said good- 
by, and each of them started oS with his fifty. But pretty 
soon the camel-driver come a-running and overtook the 
dervish and says: 

“You ain’t in society, you know, and you don’t really 
need all you’ve got. Won’t you be good, and let me have 
ten of your camels?” 

“Well,” the dervish says, “I don’t know but what you say 
is reasonable enough.” 

So he done it, and they separated and the dervish started 
off again with his forty. But pretty soon here comes the 
eamel-driver bawling after him again, and whines and slob- 
bers around and begs another ten off of him, saying thirty 
:amel loads of treasures was enough to see a dervish 
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a body gets. They ain’t no account, because the thing don’t 
ever happen the same way again — and can’t. The time Hen 
Scovil fell down the chimbly and crippled his back for life, 
everybody said it would be a lesson to him. What kind of 
a lesson? How was he going to use it? He couldn’^ climb 
chimblies no more, and he hadn’t no more backs to 
break.” 

“Ail de same, Mars Tom, dey is sich a thing as leamin’ 
by expe’ence. De Good Book say de burnt chile shun de 

• fire.” 

“Well, I ain’t denying that a thing’s a lesson if it’s a thing 
that can happen twice just the same way. There’s lots of 
such things, and they educate a person, that’s what Uncle 
■Abner always said; but there’s forty million lots of the 
other kind — the kind that don’t happen the same way twice 
— and they ain’t no real use, they ain’t no more instructive 
than the smail-pox. When you’ve got it, it ain’t no good to 
find out you ought to been vaccinated, and it ain’t no good 
to git vaccinated afterward, because the small-pox don’t 
come but once. But, on the other hand, Uncle Abner said 
that the person that had took a buD by the tail once had 
learned sixty or seventy times as much as a person that 
i,, hadn’t, and said a person that started in to carry a cat 
3 home by the tail was gitting knowledge that was always 

* going to be useful to him, and wam’t ever going to grow 
dim or doubtful. But I can tell you, Jim, Uncle Abner was 
down on them people that’s all the time trymg to dig a 
lesson out of everything that happens, no matter whether — 

But Jim was asleep. Tom looked kind of ashamed, be- 
cause you know a person always feels bad when he is talk- 
ing uncommon fine and thinks the other person is admir- 
ing, and that other person goes to sleep that way. Of course 
he oughtn’t to go to sleep, because it’s shabby; but the finer 
a person talks the certainer it is to make you sleep, and so 
when you come to look at it it ain’t nobody’s fault in par- 
ticular; both of them’s to blame. 

Jim begun to snore — soft and blubbery at first, then a . 
long rasp, then a stronger one, then a half a dozen horrible 
ones like the last water sucking down the plug-hole of a 
hath-tub, then the same with more power to it, and some 
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bia cougbs and snorts flung in, the way a cow docs that is 
choking to death-, and when the person has got to that point 
he is athis level best, and can wake up a inan that is in the 
next block with a dipperful of loddanura in him, but can t 
wake himself up although all that awful noise of his’n ain[t 
but three inches from his own ears. And that is the curi- 
oQsest thing in the world, seems to me. But you rake a 
match to light the candle, and that little bit of a noise will 
fetch him. I wish I knowed what was the reason of that, 
but.there don’t seem to be no way to find out. Now there 
was Jim alarming the whole Desert, and yanking the ani- 
mals out, for miles and miles around, to see what in the 
nation was going on up -theie; there warn’t nobody nor 
nothing that was as close to the noise as he was, and yet he 
was the only cretur that wasn’t disturbed by it. We yelled 
at him and whooped at him, it never done no good; but the 
first time there come a little wee noise that wasn’t of a 
usual kind it woke him up. No, sir,' I’ve thought it all over, . 
and so has Tom, and there ain’t no way to find out why a 
snorer can’t hear himself snore, 

' Jim smd he hadn’t been asleep; he just shut his eyes so 
he could listen better. 

Tom said nobody wam’t accusing him. 

That made him look like he wished he hadn’t said any- . 
thing. And he wanted to git away from the subject, I 
reckon, because he begun to abuse the camel-driver, just 
the way a person does when he has got catched in some- 
thing and wants to take it out of somebody else. He let into 
the camel-driver the hardest'he knowed how, and I had to 
agree with him; and he praised up the dervish the highest 
he could, and I had to agree with him there, too. But Tom 
says: 

I ain’t so sure. You call that dervish so dreadful liberal 
and good and unselfish, but I don’t quite see it. He didn’t 
hunt up another poor dervish, did he? No, he didn’t. If he 
was so unselfish, why didn’t he go in there himself and take 
a pocketful of jewels and go along and be satisfied? No, sir, 
the person he was hunting for -was a man with a hundred 
camels. He wanted to' get away with all the treasure be 
could.” 
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iad the best head on him I ever see; and all he lacked was 
age, to make a name for himself equal to Captain Kidd or 
George Washington. I bet you it would ’a’ crowded cither 
of them to find that hill, with all their gifts, but it warn’t 
nothing to Tom Sawyer. 


The £1,000,000 Bank-Note ^/j 


TOien I was twenty-seven years old, I was a mining-broker’s 
clerk m San Francisco, and an expert in all the details of 
traffic. I was alone in the world, and had nothing to 
depend t^oh but my wits and a clean reputation; but these 
were settmg my feet in the road to eventual fortune, and I 
content with the prospect. 

My time was my own after the afternoon board, Satur- 
t ^ ^ accustomed to put it in on a little sail-boat 
nntTrf I ventured too far, and was carried 

nightfall, when hope was about gone, I 
w picked up by a small brig which was bound for Lon- 

Work n,v « f voyage, and they made me 

I without pay, as a common sailor. When 

shabbv London my clothes were ragged and 
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Brother B went down to the Bank and bought that note. 
Just like an Englishman, you see; pluck to the backbor^^c. 
Then he dictated a letter, which one of his clerks wrote out 
m a beautiful round hand, and then the two brothers sat 
- at the “window a whole day watching for the right man to 


They saw many honest faces go by that were not intelli- 
gent enough; many that were intelligent, but not honest 
enough; many that w'ere both, but the possessors were not 
poor enough, or, if poor enough, were not strangers. There 
was always a defect, until I came along; but they -agreed 
that 1 filled the bill all around; so they elected me unani- 
mously, and there I was now waiting to know why I was 
called in. They began to ask me questions about my.scif. 
and pretty soon they had my story. Finally they told me I 
would answer their purpose. I said I was sincerely glad, and 
asked what it was. Then one of them handed mo an enve- 


lope, and said 'l would find the explanation inside. 1 was 
going to open it, but he said no; take it to my lodgings, and 
look it over carefully, and not be hasty or rash. 1 was puz- 
zled, and wanted to discuss the matter a little further, but 
they didn’t; so I took my leave, feeling hurt and insulted 
to be made the butt of what was apparently some kind of 
a practical joke, and yet obliged to put up with it, not be- 
ing inxircumstances to resent affronts from rich and strong 
folk. 


I.would have picked up the pear now and eaten it before 
all the world, but.it was gone; so 1 had lost that by this un- 
lucl^ business, and the thought of it did not soften my 
. feeling toward those men. As soon as I was out of sight of 
that house Topened my envelope, and saw that it contained 
money! My opinion of those people changed, I can tell youl 
lost not a moment, but shoved note and money into my 
broke for the nearest cheap eating house. 
Well, how I did eatl When at last T couldn’t hold any more, 
t took out my %money and unfolded it, took one glimpse 
and nearly fainted. Five millions of dollars! Why, it made 
my head swim. ■ 

1 must have sat there stunned and blinking at the note 
s much as a ihinute-before t came rightly to myself a'gain. 
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Tbe first thing I noticed, then, was the landlord. His eye 
rvas on the note, and he was petrified. He was worshiping, 
with all 'his body and soul, but he looked as if he couldn’t 
stir band or foot. I took my cue in a moment, and did the 
only rational thing there was to do. 1 reached the note to- 
ward him, and said, carelessly; 

“Give me the change, please.” 

Then he was restored to his normal condition, and made 
a thousand apologies for not being able to break the bill, 
and I couldn’t get him to touch it. He wanted to look at it, 
and keep on looking at it; he couldn’t seem to get enough 
of it' to quench the thirst of his eye. but he shrank from 
touching it as if it had been something too sacred for poor 
common clay to handle. I said; 

“I am sorry if it is an inconvenience, but I must insist. 
Please change it; I haven’t anything else.” 

But be said that wasn’t any matter; he was quite willing 
to let the trifle stand over till another time. I said I might 
not be in his neighborhood again for a good while; but he 
said it was of no consequence, he could wait, and, more- 
over. [ could have anything 1 wanted, any time I chose, and 
let the account run as long as I pleased. He said he hoped 
he wasn't afraid to trust as rich a gentleman as I was, 
merely because 1 was of a merry disposition, and chose to 
play larks on the public in the matter of dress. By this 
time another customer was entering, and the landlord 
hinted to me to put the monster out of sight; then he bowed . 
me all the way to the door, and I started straight for that, 
house and those brothers, to correct the mistake which had 
been made before the police should hunt me up, and help 
me do it. I was prett>' nervous; in fact, pretty badly fright- 
ened, though, of course. I was no way in fault; but I knew 
men well enough to know that when they find they’ve given 
a tramp a million-pound bill when they thought it was a 
one-pounder, they are in a frantic rage against him instead 
of quarreling with their own near-sightedness, as they,, 
ought. As I approached the house my excitement began to 
abate, for all was quiet there, which made me feel pretty 
sure the blunder was not discovered yet. I rang. The same 
servant appeared. I asked for those gentlemen. 
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. .jisy .Mone ” This in Ihn WU'. «“ '™>' 

lows tribe. / 

“Gone? Gone where/ 


“On a journey.” 

“But whereabouts?” _ 

“To the Continent, I think. 


“The Continent?” 

“Yes, sir.^' 

‘‘Vi’hich way— by what route?” 


‘1 can’t say, sir,” 

“y^Tien will they be back?” 

TnamonthVthey said.” 

“A month! Oh, this is awful! Give me some sort ot idea 
of how to get a word to them. It’s of the last imponnncc. 

■ “I can’t, indeed. I’ve no idea where they’ve gone, sir. 
“Then I must see some member of the family.” 

“Family’s away, too; been abroad months — in Egypt nnd 


India, I think.” 

“Man, there’s been an immense mistake made. They 11 
be back before night. Will you tell them I've been here, and 
that I will keep coming till it’s all made right, and they 


needn’t be afraid?” 

‘Til tell them, if they come back, but I am not expecting 
them. They said you would be here in an hour to make in- 
quiries, but I must tell'you it’s all right, they’ll be here on 
time and expect you.” 

So I had to ^ve it up and go away. What a riddle it all 
was! 1 was like to lose my mind. They would be here “on 
time.” Vihat could that mean? Oh, the letter would explain, 
maybe. I had forgotten the letter; 1 got it out and read it. 
This is what it said; 


“You are an intelligent and honest man. as one mav 
see by your face. We conceive you to be poor and a 
stranger. Enclosed you will find a sum of monev. h 
is lent to you for thirty' days, without intcresr. Report 
at this house at the end of that time. 1 have a bcl on 
you. If I win it you shall have anv situation that is in 
my gift— any, that Is, that you shall be able to prove 
yourself familiar with and competent to fill.” 
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No signature, no address, no date. • 

Well, here yvas a coil to be ini You^are posted on what ■ 
had preceded all this, but I was not. It was just a deep, dark ' 
puzzle to me. I hadn’t the least idea what the game was, nor ’ 
whether harm was meant me or a kindness.'! went into a 
park, and sat down to try to think it out, and to consider 
what I had best do. 

At the end of an hour my reasonings had crystallized 
into this verdict. 

Maybe those men mean me well, maybe they mean me 
ill; no way to decide that — let it go. They’ve got a game, or 
a scheme, or an experiment, of some kind on hand; no way 
to determine what it is — let it go. There’s a bet on me; no 
way to find out what it is — let it go. That disposes of the in- 
determinable quantities; the remainder of the matter is 
tangible, solid, and may be classed and labeled with cer- 
tainty. If I ask the Bank of England to place this bill to the 
credit of the man it belongs to, they’ll do it, for they know 
him, although I don’t; but they will ask me how I came in 
possession of it, and if I tell the truth, they’ll put me in the 
asylum, naturally, and a lie will land me in jail. The same 
result would foilo'.". if I tried to bank the bill anywhere or 
to borrow money on it. I have got to carry this immense 
burden around until those men come back, whether 1 want 
to or not. It is useless to me, as useless as a handful of 
ashes, and yet 1 must t.ake care of it, and watch over it, . 
while 1 beg my living. I couldn't give it away, if I should 
try, for neither honest citizen nor highwayman would ac- ■ 
cept it or meddle with it for anything. Those brothers are ■ 
safe. Even if I lose their bill, or bum it, they are still safe, 
because they can stop payment, and the Bank will make 
them whole; but meantime I’ve got to do a month’s suller- 
ing without wages or profit — unless I help win that bet, 
whatever it may be, and get that situation that I am prom- ' 
ised.' I should like to get that; men of their sort have situa- 
tions in their gift that are worth having. 

. 1 got .to thinking a good deal about that situation. My 
hopes began to rise high. Without doubt the salary would . 
be large. It would begin in a month; after that I should 
be all right. Pretty soon I was feeling first-rate. By this time 
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was always to the front, and always warning, always" threat- 
ening; and so I moaned and tossed, and sleep yfSis hard to 
find. But in the cheerful daylight the tragedy element faded 
out and disappeared, and I walked on air, and was happy 
to giddiness, to intoxication, you may say. , ; 

And it was natural; for I had become one of the notori- 
eties of the metropolis of the world, and it turned my head, 
not just a little, tut a good deal. You could not take up a 
newspaper, English, Scotch, or Irish, without finding in it 
one or more references to the “vest-pocket million-pounder” 
and his latest doings and sayings. At first, in these mentions, 
I was at the bottom of the personal-gossip column; next, I 
was listed above the knights, next above the baronets, next 
above the barons, and so on, and so on, climbing steadily, 
as my notoriety augmented, until I reached the highest alti- 
tude possible, and there I remained, taking precedence of 
all dukes not royal, and of all ecclesiastics except the pri- 
mate of all England. But mind, this was not fame; as yet I 
had achieved only notoriety. Then came tlie climaxing 
stroke— the accolade, so to speak — which in a single instant 
transmuted the perishable dross of notoriety into the endur- 
ing gold of fame; Punch caricatured mel Yes, I was a made 
man now; my place was established. I might be joked about 
still, but reverently, not hilariously, not rudely; I could be 
miled at, but not laughed at. The time for that had gone 
ly. Punch pictured me all a-tlutter with rags, dickering 
yith a beef-eater for the Tower of London. Well, you can 
maginc h.’iw it v.ns with a yoiins; follow who had never 
leen taken laUioo of bcfuie, and now all of a sudden 
ouldn t s.iy a thing that wasn't taken up and repeated 
veryuhere: couldn't i,tir ahro.id without constantly over- 
learing the renmrk dying from lip to lip, “There he goes; 
hats him’’’ couldn't take his breakfast without a crowd 
o look on; couldn t appear in an opera-box without con- 
lentrating there the fire of a thousand lorgnettes. Why, I 
Dst swam in gloiy ;dl day long — that is the amount of it. 
You know. I even kept my old suit of rags, and every 
low and then appeared in them, so as to have the old 
ifeasure of buying trifles, and being insulted, and then 
hooting the scoffer dead with the million-pound bill. But 
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“I’m so grateful! 'Just to find a human interest, once 
more, in some voice and in some eye, in rne and affairs of 
mine, after what I’ve been through here— lord! I .could 
go down on my knees for it!” , ' . 

He- gripped ray hand hard, and braced up, and was all 
right and lively after that for the dinner — which, .didn’t 
come off. No; the usual thing happened, the thing that is 
.always happening under that' vicious and aggravating Eng- 
lish system^ — ^the matter of precedence couldn’t, be settled, 
and so there was no dinner. Englishmen always eat dinner 
before they go out to dinner, because they know the risks 
they are .running; but nobody ever warns the stranger, and 
so he’ walks placidly into the trap. Of course, nobody was 
hurt this time, because we had alt been to dinner, none of 
us being novices excepting Hastings, and he having been 
informed by the, minister at the time that he invited him 
that in deference to the English custom he had. not pro- 
vided any dinner.' Eve^'body took a lady and processioned 
down to the dining-room, because it is usual to, go through 
the motions; but there the dispute began. The Duke of' 
Shoreditch wanted to take precedence, and sit at the head 
. of the table, holding that he outranked a minister who rep- 
resented merely a nation and not a monarch; but I stood 
for my rights, and refused to yield. In the gossip column 
I ranked all dukes not royal, and said so, and claimed prec- 
edence of this one. It couldn’t be settled,-of course, strug- 
gle as we might and did, he finally (and injudiciously) try- 
ing to play birth and antiquity, and I “seeing” his Conqueror 
and “raising” him with Adam, whose direct posterity.! was, 
as shown by my name, while he was of a collateral branch, 
as shown by his, and by his recent Norman origin; so we 
all processioned back to the drawing-room again and had 
a perpendicular lunch — ^platemf sardines and a strawberry, 
and you group yourself and stand up and eat it. Here the 
religion of precedence is not so strenuous; the two persons 
of highest rank chuck up a shilling, the one that wins has 
first go at his strhwbeiry, and the loser gets the shilling. 
The next two chuck up, then the next two, and so on. After 
refreshment, tables were brought, and we all played crib- 
bage, sixpence a game. The English never play any game 
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to wait a couple of years, till I could catch: up on my 
salary; but she didn’t mind that, only she hoped I would be 
as careful as possible in the matter of expenses, and not 
let them run the least risk of trenching on our third year’s 
pay. Then she began to get a little worried, and wondered 
if we were making any mistake, and starting the salary on 
a higher figure for the first year than I would get. This 
was good sense, and it made me feel a little less confident, 
than I had been feeling before; but it gave me a good busi- 
ness idea, and I brought it frankly out. 

“Portia, dear, would you mind going with me that day, 
when I confront those old gentlemen?” 

She shrank a little, but said; 

“N-o; if my being with you would help hearten you. But 
— would it be quite proper, do you think?” 

“No, I don’t know that it would — in fact, I’m afraid it' 
wouldn’t; but, you see, there’s so much dependent upon it 
that—” 

“Then I’ll go anytvay, proper or improper,” she said, 
vith a beautiful and generous enthusiasm. “Oh, I shall be 
o happy to think I’m helping!” 

“Helping, dear? Why, you'll be doing it all. You’re so 
jeautiful and so lovely and so winning, that with you there 

can pile our salary' up till I break those good old fellows, 
ind they’ll never have the heart to struggle.” 

Sho! you should have seen the rich blood mount, and 
ter happy eyes shine! 

“You wicked flatterer! There isn’t a word of tryth in 
vhat you say. but still I'll go wth you. Maybe it wall teach 
'ou not to expect other people to look with y'our ej'es.” 

Were my doubts dissipated? Was my confidence re- 
tored? You may judge by’ this fact; privately I raised my 
alary to twelve hundred the first year on the spot. But I 
ijdn’t tell her; I saved it for a surprise. 

•All the way home I was in the clouds. Hastings talking, 

not hearing a word. When he and 1 entered my parlor, 
le brought me to myself with his fervent appreciations of 
ay manifold comforts and luxuries. 

“Let me juSt stand here a little and look my fill. Dear me! 
I’s a palace — it’s just a palace! And in it everything a 
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and shook till our hands ached; and he didn’t- blaine me 
for not having heard a word of a story which had lasted 
while we walked three miles. He just sat down then, like 
the patient, good fellow he was, and told it all over again. 
Synopsized, it amounted to this: He had come to England 
with what he thought was a grand opportunity; he had-ah 
“option” to sen the Gould and Curry Extension for the 
“locators” of it, and keep all he could get over a million 
doUars. He had worked hard, had puUed every wire he 
knew of, had left no honest expedient untried, had spent 
nearly all the money he had in the world, had not been 
able to get a solitari' capitalist to listen to him, and his 
option would run out at the end of the month. In a word, 
he was ruined. Then he jumped up and cried out; 

■ “Henry, you can save me! You can save me, and you’re 
the only man in the universe that can. Will you do it? 
Won’t you do it?” 

“Tell me how. Speak out, my boy." 

“Give me a million and my passage home for my ‘op* 
ion’! Don’t, don’t refuse!” 

I was in a kind of agony. I was right on the point of 
:oming out with the words, “Lloyd, I’m a pauper myself — 
ibsolutely penniless, and in debt!" But a white-hot idea 
:ame flaming through my head, and I gripped my jaws 
ogether, and calmed myself down till I was as cold as a 
:apitalist. Then I said, in a commercial and self-possessed 
vay: 

"I will save you, Lloyd — ’’ 

“Then I’m already saved! God be merciful to you for- 
mer! If ever I — ” 

“Let me finish, Lloyd. I will save you, but not in that 
vay; for that would not be fair to you, after your hard 
vork, and the risks you’ve run. I don’t need to buy mines; 
can keep my capital moving, in a commercial center like 
.ondpn, without that; it’s what I’m at, all the time: but 
lere is what I’ll do. I know all about that mine, of course; 
know its immense value, and can swear to it if anybody 
vishes.’it. You shall sell out inside of the fortnight for 
hree millions cash, using my name freely, and we’ll divide, 
hare and share alike.” 
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Do you know, he would have danceil tlic furnihirc to 
kindling-^vood in his insane joy, and broken cverythino on 
the place, if 1 hadn’t tripped him up and tied him. 

'rhea he lay there, perfectly happy, .saying; 

"I.may use your name! Your name — think of it! M.an, 
thefll flock in droves, these rich Londoners; they'll fi;:hi 
for" that stock! I’m a made man. I’m a made man forever, 
and I'll never forget you as long as I live!" 

In less than twcnty-fo\ir hours London was ahu/./.! 1 
hadn’t anything to do, day after day, but sit at home, and 
say to all comers; 

‘‘Yes; I told him to refer to me. I know the man. amt 1 
know the mine. His character is above reproach., and tlic 
mine is worth far more than he r;«ks for it." 

Meantime I spent all my evenings nt the minister's v,;!!-, 
Portia. I didn’t say a word to her .almiit the mine; I .sa.vcd 
it for a surprise. V/c talked salary; never anytiring Imt ‘nlarv 
and love; sometimes love, sometimes 'alary, '■f-metirr-.v 
•love and salary together. And mv! the intere-t the mini',- 
ters wife and daughter took in cor Ikt’e arf.;::. a.mJ ll.e 
endless ingenuities they mvcr.'.cd to save ir, from, inter- 
ruption, and to keep the minister ir. the dr.rl: and 
cious — well, it v/as just lovely cf them! 

When the month war, up at La'*. I had a tr.iLmr. dr-iLar*. 
to my credit in t.he Lorden r.r.d Ccu-.tr Lark, .sr.'! P.c'-:' 
was fi.vcd in the sam-e wav- Dre^'o-d r-r m.v ’ r i'.'*.'*, f 
drove by the house i.r Poniard P'..a-:o. yA'z-i ra ,‘l.; 1 
of things that try birds w-cre Vx.rr.c .-,-a;r. ar* or '‘-r, 
the minister’s and get my prec-:. 
talking salary vdth'ail cur ’rri.rin. Lr.a ■ 
ansious that it rr.ad-e her put irt.-'er,-.:-.'. 

"Dearie, the way y-esdre Ir>;‘-.ir~ k'* a 
a salar; a sirele rerr'-' ;.r,-ler thr:-; 

"D-en’t you be efra-ld, : b.-cr 

triLbt to n^’-X itti ti'i c*"" *'"*'*■ 

So, as it t.;rT.ed ,ark I r.:-..! ra vrr 

courage all the gy,. V;-,- 

■ 


, ^ J 
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may get no salary at all; and then what will become of us/ 
with no way in the world to cam our living?” / ■ - 

We. were ushered in by that same servant, and there' 
they were, the two old gentlemen. Of course, they were 
surprised, to see that wonderful creature with me, but I 
said: 

“It’s all right, gentlemen; she is my future stay and 
helpmate.” 

And I introduced them to her, and called them by name, 
It didn’t surprise them; they knew I would know enough 
to consult the directory. They seated us, and were very 
polite to me, and very' solicitous to relieve her from em- 
' barrassment, and put her as much at her ease as they 
could. Then I said: 

“Gentlemen, I am ready to report.” 

“We are glad to hear it,” said my man, “for now we can 
decide the bet which my brother Abel and I made. If 
you have won for me, you shall have any situation in my 
gift. Have you the million-pound note?” 

“Here it is, sir,” and I handed it to him. 

“I’ve wonl” he shouted, and slapped Abel on the back. 
"Now what do you say. brother?” 

“1 say he did survive, and I’ve lost twenty thousand 
pounds. I never would have believed it.” 

“I’ve a further report to make,” I said, “and a pretty 
long one, I want you to let me come soon, and detail my 
whole month’s history; and I promise you it’s worth hear- 
ing. Meantime, take a look at that.” 

‘“What man! Certificate of deposit for £200,000. Is it 
yours?” 

“Mine. I earned it by thirty days’ judicious use of that 
little loan you let me have. And the only use I made of 
it was to buy trifles and offer the bill in change.” 

; “Come, this is astonishing! It’s incredible, man!” 

“Never mind. I’ll prove it. Don’t take ray word un- 
supported.” 

Blit, now Portia’s, turn was come to be surprised. Her 
eyes were ’spread wide, and she said; 

■ “Henry,, is that really your money? Have you been fib- 
bing to me?” 
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T have, indeed, dearie. But you'U forgive me. I Unov.-." 
She put up an arch pout, and said; 

“Don't you be so sure. You arc a n.aue.lity thin;; to vc- 

ceivc me so!” 

“Oh. you'll get over it, .swecllic.irl, yfui'll pet over it; 
it was only fun, you know. Come, let’s b-e go-.nr,.' 

“But wait, wait! The situation, j'ou knov.-. 5 w.-int to r,;vc 
you the situation," said my man. 

“Well.” 1 said, ‘Tm just as grateful av 1 can h:. but 
really I don’t want one.” 

“But you can have the very choicest one in my gift," 
‘Thanks again, with all my hc.arl; but 1 don't even 
iha! one." 

“Henry’, I’m ashamed of you. You don't half thant. the 
good gentleman. May I do it for you?" 

"Indeed, you shall, dear, if you can improve it. Let to 
see you try.” 

She walked to my man, got up in his l.ap. put her .'irm 
round his neck, and kissed him right on the nwnu'.t;. Tuen 
the two old gentlemen shouted with laughter, but 1 w.as 
dumfounded, just petrified, as you may say. Pn.'-lia said; 

“Papa, he has sa.id you haven’t a situation in you: pit; 
that he’d take; and I feel just .as hurt as — " 

“My darling, is that your papa?" 

“Yes; he’s my step-papa, arrd the dc.arc'; on: ’liia’. ever 
was. You understand now', don’t you, why 1 .able to. 
laugh when you told me at the minister’s, not kno’.vina ur, 
relationships, svhal trovible anvl worry papa’s tiiul Otsclc 
Abel’s scheme was giving you?" 

Of course, I spoke right up now. without any foolin:’. 
and went straight to the point. 

“Oh, my dearest dear sir, 1 w.ant to take b.ack v. hat i 
said. You have got a situation open that 1 want " 

' “Name it.” 

“Son-in-law.'’ 

‘Well, well, wclll But you know, if you haven’t ever 
served in thapcapacity, you, of course, can’t furnish rtcom- 

mendauons of a sort to satisfy the conditions of the con- 
tract, and so—” . 
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“try me— roh, do, I beg of you! Only just try. me thirty 
or forty years, and if—” . ' • • 

"Oh,' well, all right; it’s but a little thing to ask, fake 
her along.” . . 

Happy, we two? There are not words enough in the un- 
abridged to describe it. And when London got the whole 
history, a day or two later, of my month's adventures with 
that bank-note, and how they ended, did London talk, and 
have a.good time? Yes. 

• My‘ Portia’s papa took that friendly and' hospitable bill 
back to the Bank of England and cashed it; then the Bank 
canceled it and made him a present of it, and he gave it to 
us at our wedding, arid it has always hung in its frame 
in the sacredest place in our home ever since. For it gave 
me my-Portfa. But for it 1 could not have remained in 
London,' would not have appeared at the minister’s, never 
should have met her. And so I always say, “Yes, it’s a mil- 
lion-pounder, as you see; but it never made but one pur- 
chase in its iife, and then got the article for only about a 
tenth part of its value.”,/ 


Extracts horn Adam’s Diary 


Atlam and Eve were among Mark Twain’s favorita people, 
cropping up again and again in his work. The mock-medi- 
tation at Adam’s tomb will be found in Part Three. Adam’s 
Diary, and. Eve’s which follows, arc relatively happy, sen- 
timental, funny pieces. For his darkest vjctv of the Eden 
story see ‘’That Day in Eden" and "Eve Speaks,” in Fart 
Five. ' - . 

Monday. — ^This new creature with the long hair is a good 
deal in the way. -It is always hanging around and follow- 
irig me about. .1. don’t like this; I am not used to company. 

Prom The Man That' Cormpted Hadley burg. ■ , 
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new-named — ^Niagara. Falls Park. This is sufficiently 
high-handed, it seems to me. And already there, is a sign 
up: 

KEEP OFF 
THE GRASS 

My life is not as happy as it was. 

Saturday. — The new creature eats too much fruit. We 
are going to run short, most likely. “We” again — that is 
its word; mine, too, now, from hearing it so much. Good 
deal ai fog this- morning. I do not go out in the fog my- 
self. The new creature does. It goes out in all weathers, 
and stumps right in with its muddy feet. And talks. It 
used to be so pleasant and quiet here. 

Sunday. — Pulled through. This day is getting to be 
more and more trying. It %vas selected and set apart last 
November as a day of rest. I had already six of them per 
week before. This morning found the new creature trying 
to clod apples out of that forbidden tree. 

Monday, — ^The new creature says its name is Eve, That 
is all right, I have no objections. Says it is to caU it 
by, when I want it to come. I said it was superfluous, 
then. The word evidently raised me in its respect; and 
indeed it is a large, good word and will bear repetition. 
It says it is not an It, it is a She. This is probably doubt- 
ful; yet it is all one to me; what she is were nothing to me 
if she would but go by herself and not talk. ~ 

Tuesday. — She has littered the whole estate with exe- 
crable names and offensive signs: 

Tits way to the Whirlpool. 

This way to Goat Island. 

Cave of the Winds this way. 

She says this park would make a tidy summer resort 
if there was any custom for it. Summer resort — ^another 
invention of hers — ^just words, without any meaning. What 
is a summer resort? But it is best not to ask her, she has 
such a rase for exolainins. 
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new-named — ^Niagara, Falls Park. This is sufficiently 
high-handed, it seems to me. And already there is a sign 
up: 


KEBP OFF 
THE GRASS 

My life is not as happy as it was, 

Saturday. — The ne%v creature eats too much fruit. We 
are going to run short, most hkeJy. “We" again — that is 
its word; mine, too, now, from hearing it so much. Good 
deal ot fog this morning. I do not go out in the fog my- 
self. The new creature does. It goes out in all weatherS; 
and stumps right in with its muddy feet. And talks. Il 
used to be so pleasant and quiet here. 

Sunday. — Pulled through. This day is getting to be 
more and more trying. It was selected and set apart lasi 
November as a day of rest. 1 had already six of them pet 
week before. This morning found the new creature trying 
to clod apples out of that forbidden tree. 

Monday. — ^The new creature says its name is Eve. Thai 
is all right. I have no objections. Says it is to call il 
by, when I want it to come. I said it was superfluous, 
then. The word evidently raised me in its respect; and 
indeed it is a large, good word and will bear repetition. 
It says it is not an It, it is a She. This is probably doubt- 
ful; yet it is al! one to me; what she is were nothing to me 
if she would but go by herself and not talk. 

Tuesday. — She has littered the whole estate with exe- 
crable names and offensive signs; 

This wav to the WHtRLPooL. 

This way to Goat Island. 

Cave of the Winds this way. 

She says this park would make a tidy summer resort 
if there was any custom for it. Summer resort — another 
invention of hers — just words, without any meaning. What 
is a summer resort? But it is best not to ask her, she has 
. such a rage for explaining. 
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from my body. This is at least doubtful, if not more than 

that 1 have not missed any rib She is in much trouble 

about the buzzard; says grass does not agree with it; is 
afraid she can’t raise it; thinks it was intended to live on 
decayed flesh. The buzzard must get along the best it can 
with what it is provided. We cannot overturn the whole 
scheme to accommodate the buzzard. 

Saturday. — She fell in the pond yesterday when she was 
looking at herself in it, which she is always doing. She 
nearly strangled, and said it was most uncomfortable. This 
made her sorry for the creatures which live in there, which 
she calls fish, for she continues to fasten names on to things 
that don’t need them and don’t come when they are called 
by them, which is a matter of no consequence to her, she 
is such a numskull, anyway: so she got a lot of them out 
and brought them in last night and put them in my bed 
to keep warm, but I have noticed them now and then all 
day and I don’t see that they are any happier there than 
they were before, only quieter. When night comes I shall 
throw them outdoors. I will not sleep with them again, for 
I find them clammy and unpleasant to lie among when 
a person hasn’t anything on. 

Sunday. — Pulled through. 

Tuesday. — She has taken up with a snake now. The 
other animals are glad, for she was always experimenting 
with them and bothering them; and I am glad because the 
snake talks, and this enables me to get a rest. 

Friday. — She says the snake advises her to try the fruit 
of that tree, and says the result will be a great and fine 
and noble education. 1 told her there would be another 
result, too — it would introduce death into the world. Jhat 
was a mistake — it had been better to keep the remark to 
myself; it orfly gave her an idea — she could save the sick 
bu^ard, and furnish fresh meat to the despondent lions ' 
and tigers. I advised her to keep away from the tree. She 
said she wouldn’t. I foresee trouble. Will emigrate. 

- Wednesday. — I have had a variegated time. I escaped 
last night, and rode a horse ail night as fast as he could go, 
hoping to get clear out of the Park and hide in some other 
country before the trouble should begin; but it was not to. 
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of.xjur disaster! Siie says, with apparent sincerity and truth, 
that the Serpent assured her that the forbidden fruit was 
not apples, it was chestnuts. I said 1 was innocent, then, for 
I had not. eaten any chestnuts. She said the Serpent in- 
formed her that “chestnut” was a figurative term meaning 
an aged and moldy joke. I turned pale at that, for I have 
made many jokes to pass the weary time, and some of them 
could have been of that sort, though I had honestly sup- 
posed' that they were new when I made them. She asked 
me if I had made one just at the time of the catastrophe. 
I was obliged to admit that 1 had made one to myself, 
though not aloud. It was this. I was thinking about the 
Falls, and I said to myself, “How wonderful it is to see 
that vast body of water tumble down there!” Then in an in- 
stant a bright thought flashed into ray head, and I let it 
fly, saying, “It would be a deal more wonderful to see it 
tumble up there!” — and I was just about to kill myself with 
laughing at it when all nature broke loose in war and 
death and I had to flee for my life. “There,” she said, with 
triumph, "that is just it; the Serpent mentioned that very 
jest, and called it the First Chestnut, and said it was coeval 
with the creation.” Alas, I am indeed to blame. Would 
that I were not witty; oh. that I had never had that radi- 
ant thought! 

Next Year. — We have named it Cain. She caught it 
while I was up country trapping on the North Shore of 
the Erie; caught it in the timber a couple of miles from 
our dug-out — or it might have been four, she isn’t certain 
which. It resembles us in some ways, and may be a rela- 
tion. That is what she thinks, but this is an error, in my 
judgment. The difference in size warrants the conclusion 
that it is a different and new kind of animal — a fish, per-' 
haps, though when I put it in the water to see, it sank, and 
she plunged in and snatched it out before there was oppor- 
tun% for the experiment to determine the matter. I still 
think it is a fish, but she is indifferent about what it is, 
and will not let me have it to try. I do not understand 
this. The coming of the creature seems to have changed 
her whole nature and made her unreasonable about experi- 
ments. She thinks more of it than she does of any of the 
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air, and this is not attractive. It is built much as we are, 
but its method of traveling shows that it is not of our 
breed. The short front legs and long hind ones indicate 
that it is of the kangaroo family, but it is a marked vari- 
ation of the species, since the true kangaroo hops, whereas 
this one never does. Still it is a curious and interesting 
variety, and has not been catalogued before. As I discov- 
ered it, 1 have felt justified in securing the credit of the 
discovery by attaching my name to it, and hence have 
called it Kangaroorum Adamiensis. ... It must have been 
a young one when it came, for it has grown exceedingly 
since. It must be five times as big, now, as it was then, 
and when discontented it is able to make from twenty-two 
to thirty-eight times the noise it made at first. Coercion 
does not modify this, but has the contrary effect. For this 
reason I discontinued the system. She reconciles it by per- 
suasion, and by giving it things which she had previously 
told it she wouldn't give it. As already observed, I was 
not at home when it first came, and she told me she found 
it in the woods It seems odd that it should be the only 
one. yet it must he so. for I have worn myself out the.se 
many weeks trying to find another one to add to my col- 
lection. .'ind for thi.s one to play with; for surely then it 
would he quieter and we could tame it more easily. But I 
find none, nor any vestige of any, and strangest of all, no 
tracks. It has to live on the ground, it cannot help itself; 
therefore, how does it get about w'ithout leaving a track? 
I have set a dozen traps, but they do no good. I catch 
all small animals except that one; animals that merely go 
into the trap out of curiosity, 1 think, to see what the milk 
is there for. They never drink it. 

Three Months L.^ter. — ^The Kangaroo still continues 
to grow, which is very strange and perplexing. I never 
knew one to be so long getting its growth. It has fur on its 
head now; not like kangaroo fur, but exactly like our hair 
except that it is much finer and softer, and instead of being 
black is red. I am like to lose my mind over the capricious 
and harassing developments of this unclassifiable zoologi- 
cal freak. If I could catch another one — but that is hope- 
less; it is a new variety, and the only sample; this is plain. 
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don’t .know why, unless it is because there are not any 
buSaloes there. Meantime the bear has learned to paddle 
around all by itself on its hind legs, and says “poppa” and 
“momma.” It is certainly a new species. This resemblance 
to words may be purely accidental, of course, and may 
have no purpose or meaning; but even in tliat case it is 
still extraordinary, and is a thing which no other bear can 
do. This imitation of speech, taken together with general 
absence of fur and entire absence of tail, sufficiently indi- 
cates that this is a new kind of bear. The further study of 
if will be exceedingly interesting. Meantime I will go off on 
a far expedition among the forests of the north and make 
an exhaustive search. There must certainly be another one 
somewhere, and this one will be less dangerous when it 
has company of its own species. I will go straightway; but 
I will muzzle this one first. 

Three Months Later. — It has been a weary, weary 
hunt, yet I have had no success. In the meantime, without 
stirring from the home estate, she has caught another one! 
1 never saw such luck. I might have hunted these woods a 
hundred years, I never would have run across that thing. 

Next Day. — I have been comparing the new one with 
the old one, and it is perfectly plain that they are the same 
breed. I was going to stuff one of them for my collection, 
but she is prejudiced against it for some reason or other; 
so I have relinquished the idea, though I think it is a mis- 
take. It would be an irreparable loss to science if they 
should get away. The old one is tamer than it was and can 
laugh and talk like the parrot, having learned this, no 
doubt, from being with the parrot so much, and having 
the imitative faculty in a highly developed degree. I shall 
be astonished if it turns out to be a new kind of parrot; 
and yet I ought not to be astonished, for it has already 
been everything else it could think of since those first days 
when it was a fish. The new one is as ugly now as the old 
one was at first; has the same sulphur-and-raw-meat com- 
plexion and the same singular head without any fur on it 
She calls it Abel. 

Ten Years Later. — They are boys: we found it out 
long ago. It was their coming in that small, immature shape 
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niaia part of 4t, but I think the rest of it has its share in 
the matter. Is'my position assured, or do I have to watch 
it and take care of it? The latter, perhaps. Some instinct 
tells me that eternal vigilance is the price of supremacy. 
[That is a good phrase, I think, for one so young.] 

Everything looks better today than it did yesterday. In 
the rush of finishing up yesterday, the mountains were left 
in a ragged condition, and some of the plains were so clut- 
tered with rubbish and remnants that the aspects were quite 
distressing. Noble and beautiful works of art should not 
be subjected to haste; and this majestic new world is in- 
deed a most noble and beautiful work. And certainly mar- 
velously near to being perfect, notwithstanding the short- 
ness of the time. There are too many stars in some places 
and not enough in others, but that can be remedied pres- 
ently, no doubt. The moon got loose last night, and slid 
down and fell out of the scheme — a very great loss; it 
breaks my heart to think of it. There isn’t another thing 
among the ornaments and decorations that is comparable 
to it for beauty and finish. It should have been fastened 
better. If we can only get it back again — 

But of course there is no telling where it went to. And 
besides, whoever gets it will hide it; 1 know it because I 
would do it mvself. I believe I can be honest in all other 
matters, but I already begin to realize that the core and 
center of my nature is love of the beautiful, a passion for 
the beautiful, and that it would not be safe to trust me 
with a moon that belonged to^another person and that 
person didn’t know 1 had it. 1 could give up a moon that I 
found in the daytime, because I should be afraid someone ^ 
was looking; but if I found it in the dark, I am sure I 
should find some kind of an excuse for not saying any- 
thing about it. For I do love moons, they are so pretty and 
so romantic. I wish we had five or six; I would never go to 
bed; 1 should never get tired lying on the moss-bank and 
looking up at them. 

Stars are good, too. I wish I could get some to put in my 
hair. But I suppose I never can. You would be surprised 
to- find how far off they are, for they do not look it. When 
they first showed, last night, I tried to knock some down 
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eyes, and looks like a reptile. It has no hips; it tapers like 
a carrot; when it stands, it spreads itself apart like, a der- 
rick; so' 1 think it is a reptile, though it may be architec- 
, ture. 

I was afraid of it at first, and started to run every time 
it turned around, for I thought it was going to chase me; 
but by-and-by I found it was only trying to get away, so 
after that I was not timid any more, but tracked it along, 
several hours, about twenty yards behind, which made it 
nervous and unhappy. At last it was a good deal worried, 
and climbed a tree. I waited a good while, then gave it up 
and went home. 

Today the same thing over. I’ve got it up the tree again. . 

Sunday. — It is up there yet. Resting, apparently. But 
that is a subterfuge; Sunday isn’t the day of rest; Satur- 
day is appointed for that. It looks to me like a creature 
that is more interested in resting than in anything else. It 
would tire me to rest so much. It tires me just to sit around 
and watch the tree. I do wonder what it is for; I never see 
it do anything. 

They returned the moon last night, and I was so happyl 
I think it is very honest of them. It slid down and fell off 
again, but 1 was not distressed; there is no need to worry 
when one has that kind of neighbors: they will fetch it 
back. 1 wish 1 could do something to show my appreciation. 

I would like to send them some stars, for we have iriore 
than we can use. 1 mean I. not we. for I can see that the 
reptile cares nothing for such things. 

It has low tastes, and is not kind. ViTien 1 went there 
yesterday evening in the gloaming it had crept down and 
was trying to catch the tittle speckled fishes that play in 
the pool, and I had to clod it to make it go up the tree 
again and let them alone. I wonder if that is what it is for? 
Hasn’t it any heart? Hasn’t if any compassion for those 
little creatures? Can it be that it was designed and manu- 
factured for such ungentle work? It has'^the look of it. 
One of the clods took it back of the ear, and it used lan- 
guage. It gave me a thrill, for it was the first time I .had 
ever heard speech, except my own. I did not understand 
the words, but they seemed expressive. 
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it 1 was .dreaming of conveying information, and said, 
“Well, I do declare, if there isn’t the dodo!” I explained— 
without seeming to be explaining — bow I knew' it for a 
dodo, and although I thought maybe he a little piqued 
that I knew the creature when he didn’t, it was quite evi- 
dent that he admired me. That was very agreeable, and I 
thought of it more than once with gratification before I 
slept. How little a thing can make us happy when we feel 
that we have earned it. 

- Thursdav. — ^My first sorrow. Yesterday he avoided me 
and seemed to wish I would not talk to him. I could not 
believe it, and thought there was some mistake, for I 
loved to be with him, and loved to hear him talk, and so 
how could it be that he could feel unkind toward me when 
1 had not done anything? But at last it seemed true, so I 
went away and sat lonely in the place where I first saw 
him the morning that we were made and 1 did not know 
what he was and was indifferent about him; but now it was 
a mournful place, and every little thing spoke of him, and 
my heart was very sore. 1 did not know why very clearly, 
for it was a nesv feeling; I had not experienced it before, 
and it was all a mystery, and 1 could not make it out. 

But when night came 1 could not bear the ionesome- 
ness, and went to the new shelter which he has built, to 
ask him what I had done that was wrong and how I could 
mend it and get back his kindness again; but he put me 
out in the rain, and it was my first sorrow, 

■ Sunday. — I t is pleasant again, now, and 1 am happy; 
but those were heavy days; 1 do not think of them when I 
■can help it. 

I tried to get him some of those apples, but I cannot 
learn to throw straight. 1 failed, but I think the good in- 
tention pleased him. They are forbidden, and he says I 
shall come to harm; but so I come to harm through pleas- 
ing him, why shall I care for that harm? 

Monday. — ^This morning I told him my name, hoping 
it would interest him. But he did not care for it. It is 
strange. If he should tell me his name. I would care. I 
think it would be pleasanter in my ears than any other 
sound. 

\ 



He talks very little. Perhaps it is because ^ 

d is sensitive about it and wishes to conceal it. It is such 
pity that he should feel so, for brightness is nothing, it 
in the heart that the values lie. I wish I could make him 
iderstand that a loving good heart is riches, and riches 
lough, and that without it intellect is poverty. 

Although he talks so little he has quite a considerable 
ocabulary. This morning he used a surprisingly good word, 
le evidently recognized, himself, that it was a good one, 
or he worked it in twice afterwards, casually. It was not 
;ood casual art, still it showed that he possesses a certain 
quality of perception. Without a doubt that seed can be 
made to grow, if cultivated. 

Where did he get that word? 1 do not think 1 have. ever 
used it. 

No, he took no interest in my name. I tried to hide my 
disappointment, but I suppose I did not succeed. I went 
away and sat on the moss-bank with my feet in the water. 
It is where I go when I hunger for companionship, some- 
one to look at, someone to \alk to. It is not enough — that 
lovely white body painted there in the pool — but it is 
something, and something is better than utter loneliness. It 
talks when I talk; it is sad when I am sadj^it comforts me 
with its sympathy; it says, “Do not be downhearted, you 
poor friendless girl; I will be your friend.” It « a good 
friend to me, and my only one; it is my sister. 

That first time* that she forsook mcl ah, I shall never 
forget that — 'never, never. My heart was lead in my body! 
I said, “She was all I had, and now she is gonel” In my 
despair I said, “Break, my heart; I cannot bear my life 
any morel” and hid my face in my hands, and there was 
no solace for me. And when I took them away, after a lit- 
tle, there she was again, white and shining and beautiful, 
and I sprang into her arms! 

That perfect happiness; I had known happiness be- 
fore, but it was not like this, which was ecstasy. I never 

doubted her afterwards. Sometimes she stayed away 

maybe an hour, maybe almost the whole day, but I waited 
and did not doubt; I said, “She is busy, or she is gone a 
journey, but she will come.” And it was so: she always did. 
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At night she would not come t£ it was dark, for she was a 
timid little thing; but if there was a moon she would come. 

I am not afraid of the dark, but she is younger than I am; 
she was bom after 1 was. Many and many are the visits I 
have paid her; she is my comfort and ray refuge when my 
life is bard — and it is mainly that. 

Tuesday. — All the morning I was at work improving 
the estate; and I purposely kept away from him in the 
hope that he would get lonely and come. But he did not. 

At noon 1 stopped for the day and took ray recreation 
by flitting all about with the bees and the butterflies and 
reveling in the flowers, those beautiful creatures that catch 
the smile of God out of the sky and preserve it! I gathered 
them, and made them into wreaths ami garlands and 
clothed myself in them while 1 ate my luncheon — apples, 
of course; then 1 sat in the shade and wished and waited. 
But he did not come. 

But no matter. Nothing would have come of it, for he. 
does not care for flowers. He calls them rubbish, and can- 
not tell one from another, and thinks it is superior to feel 
like that He does not care for me, he does not care for 
flowers, he does not care for the painted sky at eventide — 
is there anything he does care for, except building shacks 
to coop himself up in from the good clean rain, and thump- 
ing the melons, and sampling the grapes, and fingering 
the fruit on the trees, to see how those properties are com- 
ing along? 

I laid a dry stick on the ground and tried to bore a hole 
in it with another one, in order to carry out a scheme that 
1 had, and soon 1 got an awful fright. A thin, transparent 
bluish film rose out of the hole, and I dropped everything 
and ran! I thought it was a spirit, and I wot so frightened! 
But I looked back, and it was not coming; so I leaned 
against a rock and rested and panted, and let my limbs 
go on trembling until they got steady again; then I crept 
warily back, alert, watching, and ready to fly if there was 
occasion; and when I w.as come near, I parted the branches 
of a rose-bush and peeped through-— wishing the man 
was about, I was looking so cunning and pretty — but the 
sprite was gone. I went there, and there was a pinch of 
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delicate pink dust in the hole. I put my finger in, to feel 
it, and said ouch! and took it out again. It was a cruel pain. 
I put my finger in my mouth; and by standing first on one 
foot and then the other, and grunting, I presently eased my 
misery; then I was full of interest, and began to examine. 

I was curious to know what the pink dust was. Sud- 
denly the name of it occurred to me, though I had never 
heard of it before. It was fire! I %vas as certain of it as a 
person could be of anything in the world. So without hesi- 
tation I named it that — fire. 

I had created something that didn’t exist before; I had 
added a new thing to the world’s uncountable properties; 
I realized this, and was proud of my achievement, and 
was going to run and find him and tell him about it, think- 
ing to raise myself in his esteem — but I reflected, and did 
not do it No — he would not care for it. He would ask what 
it was good for, and %vhat could I answer? for if it was not 
good for something, but only beautiful, merely beautiful — 

So I sighed, and did not go. For it wasn’t good for any- 
thing; it could not build a shack, it could not improve 
melons, it could not hurry a fruit crop; it was useless, it 
was a foolishness and a vanity; he would despise it and 
say cutting words. But to me it was not despicable; I said, 
“Oh, you fixe, I love you, you dainty pink creature, for you 
are beautiful — and that is enough!” and was going to gather 
it to my breast. But refrained. Then I made another maxim 
out of my own head, though it was so nearly like the first 
one that I was afraid it was only a plagiarism; "The burnt 
Experiment shuns the fire.” 

• I wrought again; and when I had made a good deal of 
fire-dust I emptied it into a handful of dry brown grass, 
intending to carry it home and keep it always and play 
with it; but the wind struck it and it sprayed up and spat 
out at me fiercely, and I dropped it and ran. When [ looked 
back the blue spirit was towering up and stretching and roll- 
ing away like a cloud, and instantly I thought of the name 
of it~smoke! — though, upon my word. I had never heard 
of smoke before. 

Soon, brilliant yellow-and-red flares shot up through 
the smoke, and I named them in an instant — flames'- -and 
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was right, too,. though these were the -very first. flames 
hat had ever been in the world. They climbed the trees, 
hey flashed splendidly in and out of the vast and increas- 
ng volume of tumbling smoke, and 1 had to clap, my 
lands and laugh and dance in my rapture, it was so new 
md strange and so wonderful and. so beautiful! 

■ He came running, and stopped and gazed, and said not 
i v,'ord for many minutes. Then he asked what it was. Ah, 
t was too bad that he should ask such a direct question. 
[ had to answer it, of course, and I did. I said it was fire. 
If it annoyed him that 1 should know and he must ask, 
that was not my fault; I had no desire to annoy him. After 
a pause he asked: 

“How did it come?” 

Ajiother direct question, and it also had to have- a direct 
answer. 

,“I made it.” 

Tlie fire was traveling farther and farther off. He. went 
to the edge of the burned place and stood looking down, 
and- said: 

“What are these?” 

“Fire-coals.” • 

. Hejiicked up one to examine it, but changed his mind 
and put it down again. Then he went away. Nothing in- 
terest him. 

But I was interested. There were ashes, gray and soft 
and delicate and pretty — I knew what they were at once. 
And the embers; I knew the embers, too. I found my 
apples, and raked them out, and was glad; for I am very 
young and my appetite is active. But I was disappointed; 
they were all burst open and spoiled. Spoiled .apparently; 
but it was not so; they were better than raw ones. Fire is 
beautiful; some day it will be useful, I think. 

Friday. — J saw him again, for a moment, last Monday at 
nightfall, but only for a moment. I was hoping he v/ould 
praise me. for trying to improve the estate, for 1 had meant 
well and had worked hard. But he was not pleased, and 
turned away and left me. He was also displeased on an- 
other account; 1 tried, once, more to persuade him to stop 
going over the Fails. That was because the fire had re~ 
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(y; that is a good sample of the lack of harmony that pre- 
mils in our views of things. She wojited to domesticate it, 

\ wanted to make it a present of the homestead and move 
Jilt. She 'believed it could be tamed by kind treatment and 
would be a good pet; / said a pel Wenty-one feet high 
md eighty-four feet long would be no proper thing to 
have about the place, because, even with the best inten- 
tions and without meaning any harm, it could sit down 
an the house and mash it, for anyone could see by the look 
of its eye that it was absent-minded. 

Still, her heart was set upon having that monster, and 
she couldn’t give it up. She thought we could start a dairy 
with it, and wanted me to help her milk it; but I wouldn’t; 
it was too risky. The sex wasn’t right, ojul we hadn’t any 
ladder anyway. Then she wanted to ride it, and look at the 
scenery. Thirty or forty feet of its tail was lying on the 
ground, like a fallen tree, and she thought she could climb 
it, but she was mistaken; when she got to the steep place 
it was too slick and down she came, mid would have hurt 
herself but for me. 

Was she satisfied now? No. Nothing ever satisfies her 
but demonstration; untested theories are not in her line, 
and she won't have them. It is the right spirit, / concede it; 
it attracts me; I feel the influence of it; if I were with her 
more 1 think I .should take it up myself. Well, she had 
one theory remaining about this colossus: she thought that 
if could tame him and make him friendly we could 
stand him in the river and use hint for a bridge. It turned • 
out that he was already plenty lame enough — at least as 
far as she was concerned — so she tried her theory, but it 
failed; every time she got him properly placed in the river 
and went ashore to cross over on him. he came out and fol- 
lowed her around like a pet mountain. Like the other ani- 
mals. They all do that. 

Friday . — ^Tuesday — Wednesday — ^Thursday — and today : 

without seeing him. It is a long time to be alone; still, 
it is better to be alone than 'unwelcome. 

I had to have company-— I was made for it, I think — so ' 
1 made friends with the animals. They are just charming, ' 
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never smart enough to be around when the water was run- 
ning up-MU; but now I do not mind it. I have experimented 
and experimented until now I know it never does run up- 
hill. except in the dark. I know it does in the dark, because 
the pool never goes dry; which it would,- of course, if the 
water didn’t come back in the night. It is best to prove 
things by actual experiment; then you know; whereas if 
you depend on guessing and supposing and conjecturing, 
you will never get educated. 

Some things you can't find out; but you will never 
know you can’t by guessing and supposing: no, you have 
to be patient and go on experimenting until you find out 
that you can’t find out. And it is delightful to have it that 
way, it makes the world so interesting. If there wasn’t any- 
thing to find out, it would be dull. Even trying to find out 
and not finding out is just as intere.sting as trying to find 
out and finding out, and I don’t know but more so. The 
secret of the water was a treasure until I got it; then the 
excitement all went away, and I recognized a sense of loss. 

By experiment 1 know that wood swims, and dry leaves, 
and^ feathers, and plenty of other things; therefore by all 
that cumulative evidence you know that a rock will swim;., 
but you have to put up with simply knowing it, for there 
isn’t any way to prove it — up to now. But I shall find a 
way- — then that excitement will go. Such things make me. 
sad; because by-and-by when I have found out everything 
there won’t be any more excitements, and I do love ex- 
citements so! The other night I couldn’t sleep for think-, 
ing about it. 

At first I couldn't make out what 1 was made for, but 
now I think it was to search out the secrets of this won- 
derful world and be happy and thank the Giver of it all 
for devising it. I think there are many things to learn yet — 

I hope so; and by economizing and not hurrying too fast . 
1 think they will last weeks and weeks. 1 hope so. When 
you cast up a feather it sails away on the air and goes out 
of sight; then you throw up a clod and it doesn’t. It comes 
down, every time. 1 have tried it and tried it, and it is 
alwaj's so. I wonder why it is? Of course it doesn’t come 
down, but why should it seem to? I suppose it is an optical ■ 
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illusion. I mean, one of them is, I don’t know which one. 
It may be the feather, it may be the clod; I can’t prove 
which it is, I can only demonstrate that one or the other 
is a fake, and let a person take his choice. 

By watching, I know that the stars are not going to last. 

I have seen some of the best ones melt and run down the' 
sky. Since one can melt,. they can all melt; since they can 
all melt, they can all melt the same night. That sorrow .will 
come — I know it. I me^n to sit up every night and look at . 
them as long as I can keep awake; and I will impress those 
sparkling fields on my memory, so that by-and-by when 
they are taken away I can by my fancy restore those lovely 
myriads to the black sky and make them sparkle again, 
and double them by the blur of my tears. 

After the Fall. — When I look back, the Garden is a 
dream to me. It was beautiful, surpassingly beautiful, en- 
chantingly beautiful; and now it is lost, and I shall not 
see it any more. 

The Garden fs lost, but I have found him, and am con- 
tent. He loves me as well as he can; I love him with all 
the strength of ray passionate nature, and this, 1 think, is 
proper to my youth and sex. If I ask myself why I love 
him, I find I do not know, and do not really much care 
to know; so J suppose that this kind of love is not a prod- 
uct of reasoning and statistics, like one’s love for other 
reptiles and animals. I think that this must be so. I love 
certain birds because of their song; but I do not love Adam 
on account of his singing — no, it is not that; the more' he 
sings the more I do not get reconciled to it. Yet I ask him 
to sing, because I wish to learn to like everything he is 
interested in. I am sure I can learn, because at first I. 
could not stand it, but now I can. It sours the milk, but 
it doesn’t matter; I can get used to that kind of milk. • 

It is not on account of his brightness that I love him — 
no, it is not that. He is not to blame for his brightness, 
such as it is, for he did not make it himself; he is as God ^ 
made him, and that is sufficient. There was a wise purpose p 
in It, that I know. In time it will develop, though ^ n 
will not be sudden; and besides, there is no hu 
well enough just as he is. 
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It is not on account of his gracious 'and considerate Hvays . 
and his delicacy that I love him. No, he has lacks in these 
regards, but he is well enough just so, and is improving. . 

It is not on account of his industry that 1 love him— no, 
it is not that. I think he has it in him, and I do not know 
why he conceals it from me. It is my only pain. Otherwise 
he is frank and open with me, now. I am sure he keeps 
nothing from me but this. It grieves me that he should 
have a secret from me, and sometimes it spoils my sleep, 
thinking of it, but I will put it out of my mind; it shall 
not -trouble my happiness, which is otherwise full to over- 
flowing, 

It is not on account of his education that I love him — no, 
it is not that. He is self-educated, and does really know a 
multitude of things, but they are not so. 

It -is not on account of his chivalry that I love him — no, 
it is not that. He told on me, but I do not blame him; it 
is a peculiarity of sex, I think, and he did not make his 
sex. Of course I would not have told on him, I would have 
perished first; but that is a peculiarity of sex, too, and I 
do not take credit for it, for I did not make my sex. 

Then why is it that I love him? Merely because he is 
masculine, I think. 

At bottom he is good, and I love him for that, but I 
could love him without it. If he should beat me and abuse 
me, I should go on loving him. I know it. It is a matter 
of sex, I think. 

He is strong and handsome, and I love him for that, and 
I admire him and am proud of him, but I could love him 
without those qualities. If he were plain, I should love 
him; if he were a wreck. I should love him; and I would 
work for him, and slave over him, and pray for him, and 
watch bv his bedside until I died. 

Yes, I think I love him merely because he is mine and 
is masculine. There is no other reason, I suppose. And so I 
think it is as 1 first said; that this kind of love is not a prod- 
uct of reasonings and statistics.' It just comes-^none knows 
whence — and cannot explain itself. And doesn’t need to. 

It is what' I .think. But I am only a girl, and the first 
that has examined this matter, and it may turn out that 
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Q my ignorance and inexperience I have not got it right 
Forty Years Later. — is my prayer, it is my-Iong- 
ng, that we may pass from this life together — a longing 
vhich shall never perish from the earth, but shall have 
ilace in the heart of every wife that loves, until the end 
if timej and it shall be called by my name. 

But if one of us must go first, it is my prayer that it 
hall be I; for he is strong, I am weak, I am not so neces- 
ary to him as he is to me — ^life without him would not 
le life; how could I endure it? This prayer is also im- 
nortal, and will not cease from being offered up while 
ny race continues. I am the first wife; and in the last wife 
shall be repeated. 

At Eve’s Grave. — Adam: Wheresoever she was, there 
k^as Eden. •./ 
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in a village was not agreeable, but on the contrary depress; 
ing. - • 

Visibly our new home was a desert, walled in by barren, 
snow-clad mountains. There was not a tree in sight. There 
was no vegetation but the endless sage-brush and grease- 
wood. All nature was gray with it We were plowing 
through great deeps of powdery alkali dust that rose in 
thick clouds and floated across the plain like smoke from 
a burning house. We were coated with it like millers; so 
were the coach, the- mules, the mail-bags, the driver — ^we 
and the sage-brush and the other scenery were .all one 
monotonous color. Long trains of freight wagons in the 
distance enveloped in ascending masses of dust suggested 
pictures of prairies on fire. These teams and their masters 
were the only life we saw. Otherwise we moved in the 
midst, of solitude, silence, and desolation. Every twenty 
steps we passed the skeleton of some dead beast of burden, 
with its dust-coated skin stretched tightly over its empty 
ribs. Frequently a solemn raven sat upon the skull or the 
hips and contemplated the passing coach with meditative 
serenity. 

^ By and by Carson City was pointed out to us. It nestled 
in the edge of a great plain and was a sufficient number of 
miles away to look like an assemblage of mere white spots 
in the shadow of a grim range of mountains overlooking it, 
. whose summits seemed lifted clear out of companionship 
and consciousness of earthly things. 

We arrived, disembarked, and the stage went on. It was 
a “wooden” town; its population two thousand souls. The 
main street consisted of four or five blocks of little white 
frame stores which were too high to sit down on, but not 
top higla for various other purposes; in fact, hardly high 
enough. They were packed close together, side by side, as 
if room were scarce in that mighty plain. The sidewalk was 
of boards that were more or less loose and inclined to rattle 
when walked upon. In the middle of the town, opposite the 
stores, was the “plaza” which is native to all towns beyond 
the Rocky Mountains — a large, unfenced, level vacancy, 
with a liberty pole in it, and very useful as a place for 
public auctions, horse trades, and mass meetings, and like- 
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wise for' teamsters to camp in. Two other sides of the plaza 
were faced by stores, offices, and stables. The rest of Carson 
City was pretty scattering. 

We'were introduced to several citizens, at the stage-office 
and on the way up to the Governor’s from the hotel — 
among others, to’ a Mr. Harris, who was on horseback; he 
began to say something, but interrupted himself with the 
remark; 

“I’ll have to get you to excuse me a minute; yonder is 
the witness that swore I helped to rob the California 
coach — a piece of impertinent intermeddling, sir, for I am 
not even acquainted with the man.’’ 

Then-he rode over and began to rebuke the stranger with 
a six-shooter, and the stranger began to explain with an- 
other. When the pistols were emptied, the stranger resumed 
his work (mending a whip-lash), and Mr. Harris rode by 
with a polite nod, homeward bound, with a bullet through 
one of his lungs, and several through his hips; and from 
them issued little rivulets of blood that coursed down the 
horse’s sides and made the animal look quite picturesque. 
I never saw Harris shoot a man after that but it recalled to 
mind that first day in Carson. 

This was all w;p saw that day, for it was two o’clock, 
now, and according to custom the daily “Washoe Zephyr’’ 
set in; a soaring dust-drift about the size of the United 
States set up edgewise came with it, and the capital of 
Nevada Territory disappeared from view. Still, there were 
sights to be seen which were not wholly uninteresting to 
new comers; for the vast dust cloud was thickly freckled 
with things strange to the upper air — things living and dead, 
that flitted hither and thither, going and coming, appearing 
and disappearing among the rolling billows of dust — ^hats, 
chickens, and parasols sailing in the remote heavens; blan- 
kets, tin signs, sage-brush, and shingles a shade lower; door- 
mats and buffalo robes lower still; shovels and coal scuttles 
on the next grade; glass doors, cats, and little children on 
the next; disrupted lumber yards, light buggies, and wheel- 
barrows' on the next; and down only thirty or fort)’ feet 
above ground was a, scurrying storm of emigrating roofs 
..and vacant lots. 
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It was something to see that much. I could have seen 
more, if I could have kept the dust out of my eyes. , 

But, seriously, a Washoe wind is by no means a trifling 
matter. It blows flimsy houses down, lifts shingle roofs 
occasionally, rolls up tin ones like sheet music, now and 
then blows a stage coach over and spills the passengers; 
and tradition says the reason there are so many bald people 
there, is, that the wind blows the-hair off their heads while 
they are looking skyward after their, hats. Carson streets 
seldom look inactive on summer afternoons, because there 
are so many citizens skipping around their escaping hats, 
like chambermaids trying to head off a spider. 

The “Washoe Zephyr” (Washoe is a pet nickname for 
Nevada) is a peculiarly Scriptural wind, in that no man 
knoweth “whence it cometh.” That is to say, where it orig- 
inates. It comes right over the mountains from the West, 
but when one crosses the ridge he does not And any of it 
on the other side! It probably is manufactured on the 
mountain top for the occasion, and starts from there. It is 
a pretty regular wind, in the summer time. Its ofRce hours 
are from tsvo in the afternoon till two the next morning; 
and anybody venturing abroad during those twelve hours 
needs to allow for the wind or he will bring up a mile or 
two to leeward of the point he is aiming at. And yet the 
first complaipt a Washoe visitor to San Francisco makes, is 
that the sea winds blow so, there! There is a good deal of 
human nature in that. 

We found the state palace of the Governor of Nevada 
Territory to consist of a white frame one-story house with 
two small rooms in it and a stanchion supported shed in 
front — for grandeur — it compelled the respect of the' citi- 
zen and inspired the Indians with awe. The newly-arrived 
Chief and Associate Justices of the Territory', and other 
machinery of the government, were domiciled with less 
splendor. They were boarding around privately, and had 
their offices in their bedrooms. 

The Secretary and I took quarters in the “ranch” of a 
worthy French lady by the name of Bridget O’Flannigan, 
a camp follower of his Excellency the Governor. She had 
known him in his prosperity as commander-in-chief of the 
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Metropolitan Police of New York, and she would not desert 
him in his adversity as Governor of Nevada. Our room was • 
on the lower floor, facing the plaza; and when we had got 
our bed, a small table, two chairs, the government fire- 
proof safe, and the Unabridged Dictionary into it, there 
was still room enough left for a visitor — maybe two, but 
not without straining the walls. But the walls could stand 
it— at least the partitions could, for they consisted simply 
of one. thickness of white “cotton domestic” stretched from 
comer to corner of the room. This was the rule in Carson 
—any other kind of partition was the rare exception. And 
if you stood in a dark room and your neighbors in the next 
' had lights, the shadows on your canvas told queer secrets 
sometimes! Very often these partitions were made of old 
flour sacks basted together, and then the difference be- 
tween the common herd and the aristocracy was, that the 
common herd had unornamented sacks, while the svalls of 
the aristocrat were overpowering with rudimental fresco — ■ 
i. e., red and blue mill brands on the flour sacks. Occasion- 
ally, also, the better classes embellished their canvas by 
pasting pictures from Harper’s Weekly on them. In many 
cases, too, the wealthy and the cultured rose to spittoons 
and other evidences of a sumptuous and luxurious, taste.* 
■We had a carpet and a genuine queen’s-ware washbowl. 
.Consequently we were hated without reserve .by the other 
tenants of the O’Flannigan “ranch.” When we added a 
painted oUcloth window curtain, we simply took our lives 
into our own hands. To prevent bloodshed I removed up- 
stairs and took up quarters with the untitled plebians in 
:onc of the fourteen white pine cot-bedsteads that stood in 
two long ranks in the one sole room of which the second 
’ story consisted. 

It was a jolly company, the fourteen. They were princl- 
pally voluntary camp-followers of the Governor, who had 
joined his retinue by their own election at New York- and 

* Washoe people take a joke so hard that I must explain that 
the above description tvas only the rtile; there tvere many honor- 
able exceptions in Carson— plastered ceilings and houses that had 
-considerable furniture Jn tltem.— M. T. 
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San Francisco, and came along, feeling that in the scuffle 
for little territorial crumbs and offices they could not make 
their condition more precarious than it was, and might 
reasonably expect to make it better. They were popularly 
known as the “Irish Brigade,” though there were only four 
or five Irishmen among all the Governor’s retainers. His 
good-natured Excellency was much annoyed at the gossip 
his henchmen created — especially when there arose a ru- 
mor that they were paid assassins of his, brought along to 
quietly reduce the democratic vote when desirable! 

Mrs. O’Flannigan was boarding and lodging them at ten 
dollars a week apiece, and they were cheerfully giving 
their notes for it. They were perfectly satisfied, but Bridget 
presently found that notes that could not be discounted 
were but a feeble constitution for a Carson boarding-house. 
So she began to harry the Governor to find employment 
for the' “Brigade.” Her importunities and theirs together 
drove him to a gentle desperation at last, and he finally 
summoned 4he Brigade to the presence. Then, said he: • 

“Gentlemen, I have planned a lucrative and useful serv- 
ice for you — a service which will provide you with recrea- 
tion amid noble landscapes, and afford you never-ceasing 
opportunities for enriching your minds by observation and 
study. I want you to survey a railroad from Carson City 
westward to a certain point! When the legislature meets I 
will have the necessary bill passed and the remuneration 
arranged.” 

“What, a railroad over the Sierra Nevada Mountains?” 

“Well, then, sijrvey it eastward to a certain point!” 

He converted them into surveyors, chain-bearers, and so 
on, and turned them loose in the desert. It was “recreation” 
with, a vengeance! Recreation on foot, lugging chains 
through sand and sage-brush, under a sultry sun and among 
cattle'^ hopes,, coyotes, and tarantulas. “Romantic adven- ■. 
ture” could go no further. They surveyed very slowly, very 
deliberately, very carefully. They refurned every night dur- 
ing the first week, dusty, footsore, tired, and hungry, but 
very jolly. They brought in great store of p 
spiders — tarantulas — and imprisoned them ii 
biers upstairs in the “ranch.” After the first ; 
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to camp oa the field, for they were getting well eastward. 

■ They made a good many inquiries as to the location of that 
indefinite “certain point,” 'buf got no information. At last, 
to a peculiarly Urgent inquiry of “How far eastward?”-Gov-' 
emor Nye telegraphed back; 

“To the Atlantic Ocean, blast you! — and then bridge it 
and' go on!” 

This brought back the dusty toilers, who sent in a report', 
and ceased from th& labors. The Go'vernor was always 
comfortable about it; he said Mrs. O’Flannigan would hold 
him for the Brigade’s board anyhow, and he intended to 
get what entertainment he could out of the boys; he said, 
.with his old-time pleasant twinkle, that he meant to survey 
them into Utah and then telegraph Brigham to hang them 
for trespass! 

The surveyors brought back more tarantulas with them, 
and so we had quite a menagerie arranged along the shelves 
of the room. Some of these spiders could straddle over a 
common saucer with their hairy, muscular legs, and when 
their feelings were hurt, or their dignity offended, they- 
wete the wickedest-looking desperadoes the animal world 
can furnish. If their glass prison-houses were touched ever 
so lightly they were up and spoiling for a fight in a minute. 
Starchy? — proud? Indeed, they would take up a straw, and 
pick their teeth like a member of Congress. There was as 
usual a furious “zephyr” blowing the first night of the Bri- 
gade’s return, and about midnight the roof of an adjoining 
stable blew off, and a comer of it came crashing through 
■.Ae side of our ranch. There was a simultaneous awaken- 
ing, and a tumultuous muster of the Brigade in the dark, 
and a general tumbling and sprawling over each other in 
the narrow aisle between the bed-rows. In the midst of the 

turmoil, Bob H sprung up out of a sound sleep, and 

knocked down a shelf with his head. Instantly he shouted: 

“Turn out, boys — ^the tarantulas is loose!” 

Np wamihg ever sounded so dreadful. Nobody tried, any 
longer, toTeave the room, lest be might step on a tarantula. 
Every man ^oped for a trunk or a bed, and jumped on it. 
Then followed, the- strangest silence — a silence of grisly 
suspense it was, too — ^waiting, expectancy, fear. It was as. 
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dark as pitch, and one had to imagine the spectacle of those 
fourteen scant-clad men roosting gingerly on trunks and 
beds, for not a thing could be seen. Then came occasional 
little interruptions of the silence, and one could recognize 
a man and tell his locality by his voice, or locate any other 
sound a sufferer made by his gropings or changes of posi- 
tion. The occasional voices were not given to much speak- 
ing — you simply heard a gentle ejaculation of “Ow!” fol- 
lowed by a solid thump, and you knew the gentleman had 
felt a hairy blanket or something touch his bare skin and, 
had skipped from a bed to the-floor. Another silence. Pres- 
ently you would hear a gasping voice say: 

“Su-su-something’s crawling up the back of my neck!” 

Every now and then you could hear a little subdued 
scramble and a sorrowful “O Lord!” and then you knew 
that somebody was getting away from something he took 
for a tarantula, and not losing any time about it, either. 
Directly a voice in the corner rang out wild and clear: 

' “I’ve got him! I’ve got him!” [Pause, and probable change 
of circumstances.] “No, he’s got me! Ob, ain’t they never 
going to fetch a lantern!” 

The lantern came at that moment, in the hands of Mrs. 
O’Flannigan, whose anxiety to know the amount of damage 
done by the assaulting roof had not prevented her waiting 
a judicious interval, after getting out of bed and lighting 
up, to see if the wind was done, now, upstairs, or had a 
larger contract. 

The landscape presented when the lantern flashed into 
the room was picturesque, and might have been funny to 
some people, but was not to us. Although we were perched 
so strangely upon boxes, trunks and beds, and so strangely 
attired, too, we were too earnestly distressed and too genu- 
inely miserable to see any fun about it, and there was not 
the semblance of a smile anywhere visible. I know I am not 
capable of suffering more than I did during those few min- 
utes of suspense in the dark, surrounded by those creeping, 
bloody-minded tarantulas. I had skipped from bed to bed 
and from box to box in a cold agony, and every time I 
touched anything that was fuzzy I fancied I felt* the fangs. T 
had rather go to. war than live that episode over again. 
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body was hurt. The man who thought a tarantula had “got 
him” was. mistaken — only a crack in a box had caught his 
finger. Not one of those escaped tarantulas was ever seen 
again. There were ten or twelve of them. We took candles 
and hunted the place high and low for them, but with no 
success. Did we go back to bed then? We did nothing of the 
kind. Money could not have persuaded us to do it. We sat 
up the rest of the night playing cribbage and keeping a 
sharp lookout for the enemy. 


The Landslide Suit 


The mountains are very high and steep about Garson, 
Eagle, arfd Washoe Valleys — very high and very steep,’ and 
so when the snow gets to melting off fast in the spring and - 
the warm surface-earth begins- to moisten and soften, the 
disastrous landslides commence. The reader cannot , know 
what a landslide is, unless he has lived in that country and 
.seen the whole side of a mountain taken off some fine 
morning and deposited down in the valley, leaving a vast, 
treeless, unsightly scar upon the mountain’s front to keep 
the circumstance fresh in his memory all the years that he 
may go on living within seventy miles of that place. 

General Buncombe was shipped out to Nevada in the 
invoice Of Territorial officers, to be United States Attorney, 
He considered himself a lawyer of parts, and he very much 
wanted an opportunity to manifest it — ^partly for the pure 
gratification of it and partly because his salary was Terri- 
torially meager (which is a strong expression). Now the 
older citizens of a new Territory look down upon the rest 
of the world with a calm, benevolent compassion, as long 
as it keeps out’ of the way — when it gets in the way they, 
snub it. Sometimes this latter takes the shape of a practical 
joke. 

One morning Dick Hyde rode furiously up to General 

From Roughing It. ■ ' ' - . 
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Buncombe’s door in Carson City and rushed into his pres- 
ence without stopping to tie his horse. He seemed much 
excited. He told the General that he wanted him to conduct 
a suit for him and would pay him five hundred dollars if 
he achieved a victory. And then, with violent gestures and 
a world of profanity, he poured out his griefs. He said it 
was pretty well known that for some years he had been 
farming (or ranching as the more customary term is) in 
Washoe District, and making a successful thing of it, 
and furthermore it was known that his ranch was situated 
just in the edge of the valley, and that Tom Morgan owned 
a ranch immediately above it on the mountain side. And 
now,- the trouble was, that one of those hated and dreaded 
landslides had come and slid Morgan’s ranch, fences, 
cabins, cattle, bams, and everything down on top of his 
■ ranch and exactly covered up every single -vestige of his 
property, to a depth of about thirty-eight feet. Morgan was 
in possession and refused to vacate the premises — said he’ 
was occupying his own cabin and not interfering with any- 
body else’s — and said the cabin was standing on the same 
dirt and same ranch it had always stood on, and he would 
like to see anybody make him vacate. 

“And when I reminded him,” said Hyde, weeping, “that 
if was on top of my ranch and that he was trespassing, he 
had the infernal meanness to ask me why didn’t I stay on 
my ranch and hold possession when I see him a-coming! 
Why didn’t I stay on it, the blathering lunatic — by George, 
when I heard that racket and looked up that hill it was just 
like the whole world was a-ripping and and a-tearing down 
that mountain side — splinters and cord-wood, thunder and 
lightning, hail and snow, odds and ends of haystacks, and 
-awful clouds of dust! — trees going end .over end in the 
air, rocks as big as a house jumping ’bout a thousand feet 
high and busting into ten million pieces, cattle turned in- 
side out and a-coming head on with their tails hanging out 
between their teeth! — and in the midst of all that wrack 
and destruction sot that cussed Morgan on his gatepost, 
a-wondering why I didn’t stay and hold possession^L&'f/s 
bless me, I just took one glimpse^ Genet ’ 
the county in three jumps exactly. 



■ “But what ^inds me is- that that Morgan hangs on there 
and won’t move ofFn that ranch— says it’s his’n and he’s 
going' tp keep it— likes it better’n he did when it was higher, 
up the' hill. Mad! Well, I’ve been so mad for two days I 
couldn’t finii ray way to town — been wandering around , in 
the, brush in a starving condition — got anything here to 
drink, General? But I’m here now, and I’m a-going to law. 
You hear me!" ' , 

Never in all the world, perhaps, were a man’s feelings so 
outraged as were the General’s. He said he bad never heard 
of such high-handed conduct in all his life as this Morgan’s. 
And he said there was no use in going to law — ^Morgan bad 
no shadow of right to remain where he was — nobody in 
the wide world would uphold him in it, and no lawyer' 
would take his case and no judge listen to it. Hyde said 
that right there was where he was mistaken — everybody in- 
town sustained Morgan; Hal Brayton, a very smart lawyer, 
had taken his case; the courts being in vacation, it was to 
be tried before a referee, and ex-Govemor Roop had al- 
ready been appointed to that ofHce, and would open his 
court in a large public hall near the hotel at two that after- 
noon. 

The General was amazed. He said he had suspected be- 
fore that the people of that Territory were fools, and now 
he knew it. But he said rest easy, rest easy and collect the 
witnesses, for the victory was just as certain as if the con-, 
flict were already over. Hyde wiped away his tears and 
left.- , -■■■ 

At two in- the afternoon referee Roop’s Court opened, 
and Roojp appeared throned among his sheriffs, the wit-, 
nesses, and spectators, and wearing upon his face a solem- 
nity so awe-inspiring that some of his fellow-conspirators 
•had misgivings that maybe he had not comprehended, after 
all, that this was merely a joke. An unearthly stillness pre- 
vailed, for at the slightest noise the judge uttered sternly 
the command; 

“Order in the Court!” 

And the sheriffs promptly echoed it. Presently the Gen- 
efal elbowed his way through the crowd of spectators, with 
his arms -full of law-books, and on his ears fell an order 
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from the judge which was the first 'respectful recognition 
3f his high official dignity that had ever saluted them, and 
t trickled pleasantly through his whole system: 

‘Way for the United States Attomeyl” 

The witnesses were called — ^legislators, high government 
officers, ranchmen, miners, Indians, C^amen, Negroes, 
rhree-fourths of them were called by the defendant Mof^. 
jan, but no matter, their testimony invariably went in favor 
)f the plaintiff Hyde. Each new witness only added new 
estimony to the absurdity of a man’s claiming to own 
mother man’s property because his farm had slid down on 
op of it. Then the Morgan lawyers made their speeches, 
md seemed to make singularly weak ones^ — ^they did really 
lothing to help the Morgan cause. And now the General, 
vith exultation in his face, got up and made an impas- 
sioned effort; he pounded the table, he banged the law- 
jooks, he shouted, and roared, and howled, he quoted 
xom everything and everybody, poetry, sarcasm," statistics, 
listory, pathos, bathos, blasphemy, and wound up with a 
jrand war-whoop for free speech freedom of the press, 
xee schools, the Glorious Bird of Arnerica and the princi- 
fies of eternal justicel [Applause.p:. 

■ When the General sat down, he did it with the conviction 
hat if there was anything in good strong testimony, a great 
q)eech and believing and admiring countenances all around, 
Vlr. Morgan’s case w^ killed. Ex-Govemor Roop leaned 
lis head upon his hand for some minutes, thinl^g, and the 
still audience waited for his decision. And then- he got up 
md stood erect, with bended head, and thought again, 
rhen he walked the floor with long, deliberate strides, his 
:hin in -his hand, and still the audience waited. At last he 
returned to his throne, seateff himself, and began, impres- 
iively:- , , 

“Gentlemen, I feel the great responsibility that rests upon 
ne tins day. This is no ordinary case. On the contrary, it 
is plain that it is the most solemn and awful that ever man 
was called upon to decide. Gentlemen, J have listened at- 
tentively to the evidence, and have perceived* that the 
weight of it, the overwhelming weight of it favor of 
the plaintiff Hyde. I have listened, r’ * 
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counsel, with high interest — and especially will I commend 
the masterly and irrefutable logic of the distinguished gen- 
tleman who represents the plaintiff. But, gentlemen, let us 
beware how we allow mere human testimony, human inge- 
nuity in' argument and human ideas of equity, to influence 
us at a moment so solemn as this. Gentlemen, it ill becomes 
us, worms as we are, to meddle- with the decrees of Heaven. 
It is plain to me that Heaven, in its inscrutable wisdom, 
has seen fit to move this defendant’s ranch for a purpose. 
We are but creatures, and we must submit. If Heaven has 
chosen to favor the defendant Morgan in this marked and 
wonderful manner; and if Heaven, dissatisfied with the po- 
sition of the Morgan ranch upon the mountain side, has 
chosen to remove it to a position more eligible, and more 
advantageous for its owner, it ill becomes us, insects as. we 
are, to question, the legality of the act or inquire into the 
reasons that prompted it. No — ^Heaven created the ranches, 
and it is Heaven’s prerogative to rearrange them, to experi- 
ment with them, to shift them around at its pleasure. It is 
for us to submit, without repining. I warn you. that this 
thing which has happened is a thing with which the sacri- 
legious hands and brains and tongues of men must not 
meddle. Gentlemen, it is the verdict of this court that the 
plaintiff, Richard Hyde, has been deprived of his ranch by 
the visitation of Gad I And from this decision there is no 
appeal.” 

Buncombe seized his cargo of law-books and plunged 
out of the court-room frantic with indignation. -He pro- 
nounced Roop to be a miraculous fool, an inspired idiot. In 
all good faith he returned at night and remonstrated, with 
Roop upon his extravagant decision, and implored him to 
walk the floor and think for half an hour, and see if he 
could not figure out some sort of modification of the ver- 
diet. Roop yielded at last and got up to walk. He walked 
two hours and a half, and at last his face lit up happily and 
he told Buncombe it had occurred to him that the ranch 
underneath the new Morgan ranch still belonged to Hyde, 
that his title to the ground was just as good as it had ever 
.been, and therefore he was of opinion that Hyde had a 
right to dig it , out from under there and — 
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The General never waited to hear the end of it. He was 
always an impatient and irascible man, that way. At the 
and of two months the fact that he had been played upon 
ivith a joke had managed to bore itself, like another Hoosac 
Tunnel, through the solid adamant of his understanding. 


Flush Times in Virginia City 


Six months after my entry' into journalism the grand “flush 
times” of Silverland began, and they continued with un- 
abated splendor for three years. All difBculty about filling 
up the “local department” ceased( and the only trouble 
now was how to make the lengthened columps hold the 
world of incidents and happenings that came to our literary , 
net every day. Virginia had grown to be the “livest” town, 
for its age and population, that America had ever produced. 
The sidewalks swarmed with people — to such an extent, 
indeed, that it was generally no easy matter to stem the 
human tide. The streets themselves were just as crowded 
with quartz wagons, freight teams, and other vehicles. The 
procession was endless. So great was the pack, that bug- 
gies frequently had to wait half an hour for an opportunity 
to cross the principal street. Joy sat on every countenance, 
and there was a glad, almost fierce, intensity in every eye, 
that told of the money-getting schemes that were seething 
in every brain and the high hope that held sway in every 
heart. Money was as plenty as dust; every individual con- ' 
sidered himself wealthy, -and a melancholy countenance 
was nowhere to be seen. There were military companies, 
fire companies, brass bands, banks, hotels, theaters, “hurdy- 
gurdy houses,” wide-open gambling palaces, political pow- 
wows, civic processions, street fights, murders, inquests, 
riots, a whisl^ miU every fifteen steps, a Board of Aider- 
men, a Mayor, a City Surveyor, a City Engineer, a Chief 
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“feet.” The city and all the great mountain side were rid-, 
died with mining shafts. There were more mines than 
miners. True, not ten. of these mines were yielding rock 
worth hauling to a mill, but everybody said, “Wait till the 
shaft gets down where the ledge comes in solid, and -then 
You will see!” So nobody was discouraged. These were 
nearly all “wildcat” mines, and wholly worthless, but no- 
body believed it then. The “Ophir,” the “Gould & Curry,” 
the “Mexican,” and other great mines on the Comstock 
lead in Virginia and Gold Hill were turning out huge piles 
of rich rock every' day, and every man believed that his 
little wildcat claim was as good as any on the “main lead” 

■ and would infallibly be worth a thousand . dollars a foot 
when he “got down where it caine in solid.” Poor fellow! 
he was blessedly blind to the fact that he never would see 
that day. So the thousand wildcat shafts burrowed deeper 
and deeper into the earth day by day, and all men were be- 
side themselves with hope and happiness. How they la- 
bored, prophesied, exulted! Surely nothing like it was ever 
seen before since the world began. Every one of these wild- 
• cat mines — not mines, but holes in the ground over imag- 
inary mines — was incorporated and had handsomely en- 
graved “stock” and the stock was salable, too. It was bought 
and sold with a feverish avidity on the boards every day. 
You could go up on the mountain side, scratch around and 
find a ledge (there was no lack of them), put up a “notice” 
with a grandiloquent name on it, start a shaft, get your 
stock printed, and with nothing whatever to prove that your 
mine was worth a straw, you could put your stock on the 
market and sell out for hundreds and even thousands of 
dollars. To make money, and make it fast, was as easy as 
it was to eat your dinner. Every man owned “feet” in fifty 
different wildcat mines and considered his fortune made. 
Think of a city with not one solitary poor man in it! One 
would suppose that when month after month went- by and 
still not a wildcat mine (by wildcat I mean, in general 
terms, any claim not located on the mother vein, i. d., the 
“Goinstock”) yielded a ton of rock worth crushing, the - 
people would begin to wonder if they were not putting too 
much faith in their prospective riches; but there was not a 
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thought of such- a thing. They burrowed* away, bought and 
sold, and were happy. 

New claims were taken up daily, and it was the friendly 
custom to run straight to the newspaper offices, give the 
reporters forty or fifty “feet,” and get them to -go and ex- 
amine the mine and publish a notice of it. They did not 
care a 'fig what you said about the property so you said 
something. Consequently we generally said a word or two 
to the effect that the “indications” were good, or that the 
ledge was “six feet wide,” or that the rock “resembled the 
Comstock”' (and so it did— but as a general thing the re- 
semblance was not startling enough to knock you down). 
If the rock-was moderately promising, we followed the 
custom of the country, used strong adjectives and frothed 
at the mouth as -if a very marvel in silver discoveries had 
transpired. If the mine was a “developed” one, and had no 
pay ore to show (and of course it hadn’t), we praised the 
tunnel; said it was . one of the most infatuating tunnels in 
the land; driveled and driveled about the tunnel till we ran 
entirely out of ecstasies — but never said a word about the 
rock. We would squander half a column of adulation on a 
shaft, or' a new wire rope, or a dressed pine windlass, or a 
fascinating force pump, and close with a burst of admira- 
tion of the “gentlemanly and efficient superintendent” of 
the mine — but never utter a whisper about the rock. And 
those people were always pleased, always satisfied. Occa- 
sionally we patched up and varnished our reputation for 
discrimination and stern, uqdeviating accuracy, by giving 
some old abandoned claim a blast that ought to have made 
its dry bones rattle — and then somebody would seize it 
and sell it on the fleeting notoriety thus conferred upon it. 
, There was nothing in the shape of a mining claim that 
was not salable. We received presents of “feet” every dav. 
If we' needed a hundred dollars or so, we sold some; if not, 
we hoarded it away, satisfied that it would ultimately be 
worth a thousand dollars a foot. I had a trunk about half 
full of “stock.” When a claim made a stir in the market 
and ^ent up to a.hi^ figure, I searched through my pile to 
^ stock — and generally found it. 

The prices rose and fell constantly; but still a fail dis- 
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turbed us little, be'cause a thousand dollars a foot was our 
figure, and so we were content to let it fluctuate as much, 
as it pleased till it reached it. My pile of stock >yas not all 
given to me by people who wished their claims “noticed.” 
At least half of it was given me by persons who, had no 
thought of such a thing, and looked for nothing more than 
a simple verbal “thank you”; and you were not even obliged' 
by law to furnish that. If you are coming up the street with 
a, couple of baskets of apples in your hands, and you meet 
a friend, you naturally invite him to take a few. That de- 
scribes the condition of things in Virginia in- the “flush 
times." Every man had his pockets full of stock, and it tvas 
the actual custom of the country to part with small quanti- 
ties of it to friends without the asking. Very often it was a 
good idea to close the transaction instantly, when a man 
offered a stock present to a friend, for the offer Was only 
good and binding at that moment, and if the price went to 
a high figure shortly afterward the procrastination was a 
thing to be regretted. Mr. Stewart (Senator, now, from 
Nevada) one day told me he would give me twenty feet of- 
"Justis” stock if 1 would walk over to his office. It was 
worth five or ten dollars a foot. I asked him to make the 
offer good for next day, as I was- just going to dinner. He 
said he would not be in town; so I risked it and took my 
dinner instead of the stock. Within the week the price went 
up to seventy dollars and afterward to a hundred and fifty, 
but nothing could make that man yield. I suppose he sold 
that stock of mine and placed the guilty proceeds in his 
own pocket. I met three friends one afternoon, who said 
they had been buying “Overman” stock at auction at eight 
dollars a foot. One said if 1 would come up to his office he 
would give me fifteen feet; another said he would add fif- 
teen; the third said he would do the same. But I was going 
after an inquest and could not stop. A few weeks afterward 
they sold all their “Overman” at six hundred dollars a foo_t 
and generously came around to tell me about it — and also 
to urge-me to accept of the next forty-five feet of itjhat 
people tried to force on me. These are actual facts, and I 
could make the list a long one and still confine myself 
strictly to the truth. Many a time friends gave us as rhuch 
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as twenty-five feet of stock that was selling at twenty-five 
dollars a foot, and they thought no more of. it than they 
would of offering a guest a cigar. These were “flush times” 
indeed! I thought they were going to last always, but sorne- 
how I never was much ‘of a prophet. 

To show what a wild spirit possessed, the mining brain of 
the community, I will remark that “claims” were actually 
“located” in excavations for cellars, where the pick had 
exposed what seemed to be quartz veins — and not. cellars 
in the suburbs, either, but in the very heart of the city, 
and forthwith stock would be issued and thrown on the 
market. It was small matter who the cellar belonged to — 
the “ledge” belonged to the finder, and unless the United 
States government interfered (inasmuch as the govermnent’ 
holds the primary right to mines of the noble metals in 
Nevada — or at least did then), it was considered to be his 
privilege to work it. Imagine a stranger staking out a 
mining claim among the' costly shrubbery in your front 
yard and calmly proceeding to lay waste the ground with 
pick and shovel and blasting powder! It has been often 
done in California. In the middle of one of the principal 
business streets of Virginia, a man “located” a mining claim 
and began a shaft on it. He gave me a hundred feet of the 
stock and I sold it for a fine suit of clothes because I was 
afraid somebody would -fall down the shaft and sue for 
damages. I owned in another claim that was located in the 
middle of another street; and to show how absurd people 
can be, that “East India” stock (as it was called) sold 
briskly although there was an ancient tunnel running di- 
rectly under the claini and any man could go into it and see 
that it did not cut a quartz ledge or anything that remotely 
resembled one. 

One plan of acquiring sudden wealth was to “salt” a 
^wildcat claim and- sell out while the excitement was up. 
The process was simple. The schemer located a worthless 
ledge, sunk a shaft on it, bought a wagon load of rich 
“Comstock” ore, dumped a portion of it into the shaft and 
piled the rest by its' side, above ground. Then he showed 
the property to a simpleton and sold it to him at a high 
figure. Of course the wagon load of rich ore was all that 
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the victim ever got out of his purchase. A most remarkable 
:ase of “salting” was that of the “North Ophir," It was 
claimed that this vein was a remote “e.xtension” ' of the 
original “Ophir,” a valuable mine on the- “.Comstock.” For 
a few days everybody was talking about the rich develop- 
ments in the North Ophir. It was said that it yiclded-per- 
fectly pure silver in small, solid lumps. I went to the place 
with the owners, and found a shaft six or eight feet deep, 
in the bouom of which was a badly shattered vein of dull, 
yellowish, unpromising rock. One would a.s soon expect to 
find silver in a grindstone. We got out a pan of the rubbish 
and washed it in a puddle, and sure enough, among the , 
sediment we found half a dozen black, bullet-looking 
pellets of unimpeachable “native” silver. Nobody had ever 
heard of such a thin^ before; science could not account for 
such a queer novelty. The stock rose to sixty-five dollars a 
foot, and at this figure the world-renowned tragedian, Mc- 
Kean Buchanan, bought a commanding interest and pre- 
pared to quit the stage once more — he was always, doing 
that. And then it transpired that the mine had been “salted” 
— and not in any hackneyed way, either, but in a singularly 
bold, barefaced and peculiarly original and outrageous 
fashion. On one of the lumps of “native” silver w, is dis- 
covered the minted legend, “ted States of,” and then it 
was plainly apparent that the mine had been “salted” with 
melted half dollars! The lumps thus obtained had been 
blackened till they resembled native silver, and were then 
mixed with the shattered rock in the bottom of the shaft. 
It is literally true. Of course the price of the stock at once 
fell to nothing, and the tragedian was ruined. But for this 
calamity we niight have lost McKean Buchanan from the 
stage. 

The “flush times” held bravely on. Something over two 
years before, Mr. Goodman and another journeyman 
printer had borrowed forty dollars and set out from San 
Francisco to try their fortunes in the new city of Virginia. 
They found the Territorial Enterprise, a poverty-stricken 
weekly journal, gasping for breath and likely to die. They 
bought it, type. fi.xtures, good-will, and all, for a thousand 
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dollars, on long time. The editorial sanctum, news-room 
press-room, publication office, bed-chamber, parlor and 
kitchen were all compressed into one apartment, and it was 
a small one, too. The editors and printers slept on the floor 
a Chinaman did their cooking, and the “imposing-stone’’ 

■ was the general dinner table.''But now things were changed 
The paper was a great daily, printed by steam; there were 
five editors and Uventy-three compositors; the subscription 
price was sixteen dollars a year; the advertising rates were 
exorbitant, aUd the columns crowded. The paper was clear- 
ing from six to ten thousand dollars a month, and the “En- 
terprise Building” was finished and ready for occupation a 

stately fire-proof brick. Every day from five all the way up 
to eleven columns of “live” advertisements were left out or 
crowded into spasmodic and irregular “supplements.” 

The “Gould & Curry” company w«e erecting a monster / 
hundred-stamp mill at a cost that ultimately fell little short 
of a million dollars. Gould & Curry stock paid heavy divi- 
dends — a rare thing, and an experience confined to the 
dozen or fifteen claims located on the “main lead,” the 
“Comstock,” The superintendent of the Gould Sc Curry 
lived, rent free, in a fine house built and furnished by the 
company. He drove a fine pair of horses which were a pres- 
ent from the company, and his salarr was r.velve thousand 
dollars a year. The superintendent of another of the great 
mines traveled in grand state, had a salary or twenty-eighf 
thousand dollars a year, and in a Iawsu:t in 2f^ days 
claimed that he was to have .had one per cent or toe gro". 
yield of the bullion likewise. 

Money was wonderfully plenty, tne trcccie was, not novv 
to get it — but how to spend it, new to tiwon it- get nd of 
it, squander it. 


Buck Fanshav/s Funeral 


Somebody has said that in order to know a community, one , 
must observe the style of its funerals and know what man- 
ner. of men they bury with most ceremony. I cannot say 
■which class we buried with most cclat in our “flush times,” 
the distinguished public benefactor or the distinguished 
rough — possibly the two chief grades or grand divisions of 
society honored their illustrious dead about equally; and 
hence, no doubt, the philosopher I have quoted from would 
have needed to see two representative funerals in Virginia 
before forming his estimate of the people. 

There was a grand time over Buck Fanshaw when he 
died. He was a representative citizen. He had “killed his 
' man” — not in his own quarrel, it is true, but In defense of 
a. stranger unfairly beset by numbers. He had kept a 
sumptuous saloon. He had been the proprietor of a dash- 
ing helpmeet whom he could have discarded without the 
formality of a divorce. He had held a high position in the 
fire department and been a very Warwick in politics. When 
he died there was great Lamentation throughout the town, 
but 'especially in the vast bottom-stratum of society. 

On the inquest it was shown that Buck Fanshaw, in the 
delirium of a wasting typhoid fever, had taken arsenic, shot 
himself through the body, cut his throat, and jumped out 
of a four-story window and broken his neck — and after due 
deliberation, the jury, sad and tearful, but %vith intelligence 
unbJinded by its sorrow, brought in a verdict of death “by 
the visitation of God.” What could the world do witliout 
juries?. 

■prodigious preparations were made for the funeral. All. 
the vehicles in . town were hired, all the saloons put in 
mourning, all the municipal and fire-company flags hung at 

. From Houghing It. 
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half-mast, and all the firemen ordered to muster in uniform 
and bring their machines duly draped in black. Now — let 
us remark in parenthesis — as all the peoples of the earth 
had representative adventurers in the Silverland, and as 
each adventurer had brought the slang of his nation or his 
locality with him, the combination made the slang of Ne- 
vada the richest and the most infinitely varied and copious 
that had ever existed anywhere in the world, perhaps, ex- 
cept in the mines of California in the “early days.” Slang 
was the language of Nevada. It was hard to preach a ser- 
mon without it, and be understood. Such phrases as “You 
bet!” “Oh, no, I reckon not!” “No Irish need apply,” and 
a hundred others, became so common as to fall from the 
lips of a speaker unconsciously — and very often when they 
did not touch the subject under discussion and consequently 
failed. to mean anything. 

After Buck Fanshaw’s inquest, a meeting of the short- 
haired brotherhood was* held, for nothing can be done on 
the Pacific coast without a public meeting and an expres- 
sion of sentiment. Regretful resolutions were passed and 
various committees appointed; among others, a committee 
of one was deputed to call on the minister, a fragile, gentle, 
spiritual new fledgling from an Eastern theological sem- 
inary, and as yet unacquainted with the ways of the mines. 
The committeeman, “Scotty” Briggs, made his visit; and in 
after days it was worth something to hear the minister tell 
about it. Scotty was a stalwart rough, whose customary 
suit, when on weighty official business, like committee 
work, was a fire helmet, flaming red flannel shirt, patent 
leather belt with spanner and revolver attached, coat hung 
over arm, and pants stuffed into boot tops. He formed 
something of a contrast to the pale theological student. It 
is fair to say of Scotty, however, in passing, that he had a 
warm heart, and a strong love for his friends, and never 
entered into a quarrel when he could reasonably keep out 
of it. Indeed, it was commonly said that whenever one ot 
Scotty’s fights was investigated, it alwa\s turned out thjt 
it had originally been no affair of his. but that out of n.i- 
tive goodheartedness he had dropped in of hts o»r: aeeo'J 
to help the man who was getting the uor<t of 't He .-.rd 
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Buck Fanshaw were bosom friends, for years, and- had 
often taken adventurous “potluck” together. On one occa- 
sion, they had thrown off their coats and taken tlie wcakei 
side in a fight among strangers, and after gaining a hard- 
earned victory, turned and found that the men they were 
helping had deserted early, and not only that, but hat 
stolen their coats and made off with them! But to return tc 
Scotty's visit to the minister. He was on a sorrowful mis- 
sion, now, and his face was the picture of woe. "Being 
admitted to the presence he sat down before the clergyman, 
placed his fire-hat on an unfinished manuscript sermon 
under the minister’s nose, took from it a red silk hjindker- 
chief, wiped his brow and heaved a sigh of dismal impres- 
siveness, explanatory of his business. He choked, and even 
shed tears; but with an effort, he mastered his voice and 
.said in lugubrious tones; 

"Are you the duck that runs the gospel-mill next door?” 

“Am I the — pardon me, I believe I do not understand?” 

With another sigh and a half-sob, Scotty rejoined: 

“Why you see we are in a bit of trouble, and the boys 
thought maybe you would give us a lift, if we’d tackle you 
— that is, if I’ve got the rights of it and you are the head 
.clerk of the doxology-vvorks next door.” 

“I am the shepherd in charge of (he flock whose fold is 
next door.” 

. ‘The which?” 

‘TH’e spiritual adviser of the little company of believers 
whose sanctuary adjoins these premises.” 

Scotty scratched his head, reflected a moment, and then 
said; 

• “You ruther hold over me, pard. 1 reckon I can’t call 
that hand. Ante and pass the buck.” 

“How? I beg pardon. What did I understand you to say?" 

“Well, you’ve ruther got the bulge on me. Or maybe 
-we’ve both got the bulge, somehow. You don’t smoke me 
and 1 don’t smoke you. You .see, one of the boys has passed 
in his checks, and we want to give him a good send-off, 
and so the thing I’m on now is to roust out somebody to 
jerk a little chin-music for us and waltz him through hand- 
some.” . - ■ . . 
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“My friend, I seem to grow more and more bewildered, 
four observations are wholly incomprehensible to me. 
I!annot you simplify them in some way? At first I thought 
)erhaps I understood you, but 1 grope now. Would it not 
!xpedite matters if you restricted yourself to categorical 
itatements of fact unencumbered with obstructing accumu- 
ations of metaphor and allegory?” 

Ano’ther pause, and more reflection. Then, said Scotty 

“I’ll' have to pass, I judge.” 

“How?” 

“You’ve raised me out, pard.” 

“I still fail to catch your meaning.” 

“Why, that last lead of youm is too many for me — that’s 
:he idea. I can’t neither trump nor follow suit.” 

The clergyman sank back in his chair perplexed. Scotty 
leaned his head on his hand and gave himself up to thought. 
Presently his face came up, sorrowful but confident. 

“I’ve got it now, so’s yoa can savvy,” he said. “What we 
want is a gospel-sharp. See?” 

“A what?” 

“Gospel-sharp. Parson.” 

“Oh! Why did you not say so before? I am a clergyman 
— a parson.” 

“Now you talk! You see my blind and straddle it like a 
man. Put it there!”— extending a brawny paw, which closed 
over the minister’s small hand and gave it a shake indica- 
tive of fraternal sympathy and fervent gratification. 

“Now we’re all right, pard^. Let’s start fresh. Don’t you 
mind my snuffling a little — becuz we’re in a power of trou- 
ble. You see, one of the boys has gone up the flume — ” 

“Gone where?” 

“Up the flume — throwed up the sponge, you understand.” 

‘Thrown up the sponge?” 

“Yes — kicked the bucket — ” 

“Ah — has departed to that mysterious country from 
whose bourne no traveler returns.” 

“Return! I reckon not. Why, pard, he’s dead!" 

“Yes, I understand.” 

“Oh, you do? Well I thought maybe you might be gettina 
tangled some more. Yes, you see he’s dead again — ’’ 
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"Again! Why, has he ever been dead before?” 

“Dead- before? No! Do you reckon a man has got as 
•many li-ves as a cat? But you bet you he’s awful dead now, 
poor old boy, and I wish I’d never seen this day. I don’t 
want no better friend than Buck Fanshaw. I Icndwcd him 
by the back; and when 1 know a man arid like him, 1 freeze 
to him — you hear me. Take him all round, pard, there 
never was a bullier man in the mines. No man cyer knowed 
Buck Fanshaw to go back on a friend. But it’s all up, you 
kpow, it’s all up. It ain’t no use. They’ve scooped him.” 

■ “Scooped him?” • ■ 

“Yes-^cath has. Well, well, well, we’ve got to give him 
■'up. Yes, indeed. It’s a kind of a hard world, after all, ain't 
it? But pard, he was a rustler I You ought to seen him get 
started once. He was a bully boy with a glass eye! Just spit 
in his face, and 'give him room according to his strength, 
and it was just beautiful to see him peel and go in. He was 
the worst son of a thief that ever drawed breath. Pard, he 
was on itl.He was on it bigger than an Injun!” 

“On it? On what?” 

■' “On the shoot. On the shoulder. On the fight, you under- 
stand. He didn’t give a continental for anybody. Beg your 
pardon, friend, for coming so near saying a cuss-word — 
but you see I’m on an awful strain, in this palaver, on ac- 
count of having to cramp down and draw everything so 
• mild. But we’ve got to give him up. There ain’t any get- 
ting around that, I don’t reckon. Now if we can get you to 
help plant him — ” 

“Preach the funeral discourse? Assist at the obsequies?” 

. “Obs’quies is good. Yes. That’s it — that’s our little game. 
We are, going to get the thing up regardless, you ,lmow. He 
was always nifty himself, and so you bet you his funeral 
ain’t going to be no slouch — solid silver door-plate on his 
cpffin, six plumes on the hearse, and a nigger on the bo.v- 
in- a biled shi.rt and a plug hat — how’s that for high? And 
we’ll take care of yon, pard. We’ll fix you all right. There’ll 
be a kerridge for you; and whatever you want, you just 
’scape out and we’ll ’tend to it. We’ve got a shebang fixed 
up for you to stand behind, in No. I’s house, and don’t you 
be afraid. Just go in and loot your horn, if you don’t sell a 
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clam. Put Buck through as bully as' you can, pare!,' for any- 
body that knowed him will tell you that he was 'one of the 
whitest men that was ever in the mines. You can’t dra\v it 
too strong. He never could stand it, to see things going 
wrong. He’s done more to make this town quiet and peace- 
able than any man in it. I’ve seen him lick four Greasers 
in, eleven minutes, myself. If a thing wanted regulating, he 
wam’t a man to go browsing around after somebody to do 
it, but he would prance in and regulate it himself. He 
wam’t a Catholic. Scasely. He was down on ’em. His word 
was, ‘No Irish need apply 1’ But' it didn’t make no difference 
-about that when it came down to what a man’s rights was 
— and so, when some roughs jumped the Catholic boneyard 
and started in to stake out town-lots in it he went for ’em! 
And he cleaned ’em, too! I was there, pard, and I seen it 
myself.” 

“That was very well indeed — at least the impulse was — 
-whether the act was strictly defensible or not. Had' de- 
ceased any religious convictions? That is to say, did he feel 
a dependence upon, or acknowledge allegiance to a higher 
power?” 

More reflection. 

“I reckon you’ve stumped me again, pard. Could you 
say it over once more, and say it slow?” 

“’Well, to simplify it somewhat, was he, or rather had he 
ever been connected with any organization sequestered 
from secular concerns and devoted to self-sacrifice in the 
interests of morality?” 

“All down but nine — set ’em up on the other alley, pard.” 

“What did I understand you to say?” 

“Why, you’re most too m^y for me, you know. When 
you get in with your left I hunt grass every time. Every 
time you draw, you fill; but I don’t seem to have any luck. 
Let’s have a new deal.” 

“How? Begin again?” 

“That’s it.” 


“'Very well. Was he a good man, and — ” 

“There— I see that; don’t put up another chip nil 1 look 
at my hand. A good man, says you? Pard, it ain’t no name 
for It. He was the best man that ever-pard, vou would 
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have doted on that man. He could lam any galoot of his 
inches in America. It was him that put down the riot last 
election before it got a start; and everybody said he was 
the only man that could have done it. He waltzed in \yith a 
spanner in one hand and a trumpet in the other, and sent 
fourteen men home on a shutter in less than three minutes. 
He had that riot all broke up and prevented nice before 
anybody ever got a chance to strike a blow. He was always 
• for peace, and he would have peace — he could not stand 
disturbances. Pard, he was a great loss to this town. It 
would please the boys if you could chip' in something like 
that and do him justice. Here once when the Micks got to 
throwing stones through the Methodis’ Sunday-school win- 
dows, Buck Fanshaw, all of his own notion^ shut up his 
saloon and took a couple of six-shooters and mounted * 
■guard over the Sunday-school. Says he, ‘No Irish, need 
apply!’ And they didn’t. He was the bulliest man in the 
mountains, pard! He could run faster, jump higher, fait 
harder, and hold more tanglefoot whisky without spilling it 
than. any man in seventeen counties. Put that in, pard — 
it’ll please the boys more than anything you could say. 
And you can say, pard, that be never shook his mother." 

. “Never shook his mother?” 

“That’s it — any of the boys will tell you so.” 

“Well, but why should he shake her?” 

‘That’s what 1 say — but some people does.” 

“Not people of any repute?” 

“Well, some that averages pretty so-so.” 

“In my opinion the man that would offer personal vio- 
lence to his own mother, ought to — ” 

“Cheese it, pard; you’ve banked your ball clean outside 
the string. What I was a drivin’ at, was, that he never 
throwed off on his mother — don’t you see? No indeedy. 
He give her a house to live in, and town lots, and plenty of 
money; and he looked after her and took care of her all 
the time; and when she was down with the smallpox I’m 

d d if he didn’t set up nights and nuss her himself! Beg 

your pardon for saying it, but it hopped out too quick for 
yours truly. You’ve treated me like a gentleman, pard, and 
I ain’t the man to hurt your feelings intentional. I think 
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you’re white. I think you’re -a square man, pare. I like you, 
and I’ll lick any man that don’L FU lick him til] he can't 
tell himself from a last year’s corpse! Put it thereF' [An- 
other fraternal hand-shake — and exit.] 

The obsequies were all that ‘‘the hoys ’ cczld cesrre; 
Such a marvel of funeral pomp had never been seen in ■> rr- 
gihia. The plumed hearse, the dirge-breathma 'crass 
the closed marts of business, the flags drooping at nait- 
mast, the long, plodding procession of uhiicrmea secret 
societies, military battalions and fire companies, uraped 
engines, carriages of officials, and citizens in venicles ana 
on foot, attracted multitudes of spectators to the sidewalks,, 
roofs, and windows^ and for years afterward, the degree or 
grandeur attained by any civic display in Virginia was de- 
termined by comparison with Buck Fanshaw’s funeral. 

Scotty Briggs, as a pall-bearer and a mourner, occupied 
a prominent place at the funeral, and when the sermon was 
finished and the last sentence of the prayer for the dead 
man’s soul ascended, he responded, in a low voice, but 
with feeling: 

“Amen. No Irish need apply.” 

As the bulk of the response was svithout appare.ct rele- 
vancy, it was probably nothing more than a humble Lchuie 
to the memory of the friend that was gone; fcr. ss'Scm.ty 
had once said, it' was “his word,” 

Scotty Briggs, in after days, achieved the cL'.::nc::.:n ;; 
becoming the only convert to religion tbit '.vcs -e. er g;:h- 
ered from the Virginia roughs; and it cra-'.rpi.’-e.J v.,e 
man who had it in him to espouse the quarre: z: ;.-e - ei., 
out of inborn nobility of spirit was no men.-; 'hr.he- .ic-a: ■ 
to construct a Christian. The makmz hf.-r; zr.i z. i r.- . ; . :r: 
his generosity or diminish his ccurare: cn :,h; a: : : 

gave intelligent direction to the cne -nf s yy.: 

the other. If his Sunday-schcc: clasi nrsn'e:;.;.; r.;;' - 

the other classes, was it matter :nr >• -.r arr." ; -.-r - ' 
talked to his pioneer smali-fr-' a ;• 
stood! It v/as my large .-.aait^. >: - 


to hear him tell the cea.ati.'J' , 

brethren to his class “withc-.m ir aa; 
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it to the reader to fancy what it was like, as it fell, riddled 
with slang, from the lips of that grave, earnest teacher, and 
was listened to by his little learners with a consuming inter- 
est that showed that they were as unconscious as he. was 
that, any violence was being done to the sacred propriefies! 


' \ 

Desperadoes 


The first twenty-six graves in the Virginia cemetery were 
occupied by murdered men. So everybody said, so every- 
body believed, and so they will always say and believe. The 
reason why there was so much slaughtering done, was, that 
in a new raining district the rough element predominates, 
and a person is not respected until he has “killed his man.” 
That was the very expression used. 

If an unknown individual arrived, they did not inquire 
if he was capable, honest, industrious, but — had he killed 
his man? If. he had not, he gravitated to his natural and 
proper position, that of a man of small consequence; if he 
had, the cordiality of his reception was graduated accord- 
ing to the number of his dead. It- was tedious work strug- 
gling up to a position of influence with bloodless hands; but 
when a man came with the blood of half-a-dozen men on 
his soul, his worth was recognized at once and his acquaint- 
ance sought. 

. .In Nevada, for a time, the lawyer, the editor, the banker, 
the chief desperado, the chief gambler, and the saloon- 
keeper, occupied the same level in society, and it was the 
highest. The cheapest and easiest way to become an influ- 
ential man and be looked up to by the community at large, 
was to stand behind a bar, wear a cluster-diamond pin, and 
sell whisky. I am not sure but that the saloon-keeper held 
a shade higher rank than any other member of society. His 
opinion had weight It was his privilege to say how the elec- 
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tions should go. No great movement could' succeed without . 
the countenance and direction of the saloon-keepers. It was 
a high favor when the chief saloon-keeper consented to • 
serve in the legislature or the board of aldermen. Youthful 
ambition hardly aspired so much to the honors of the law, 
or the army and navy as to the dignity of proprietorship in 
a saloon. To be a saloon-keeper and kill a man was to be 
illustrious. Hence the reader win not be surprised to learn 
that more than one man was killed in Nevada under hardly 
the pretext of provocation, so impatient was the slayer to 
achieve reputation and throw off the galling sense of being 
held in indifferent repute by his associates. I knew two 
youths who tried to “Idll their men” for no other reason — 
and got killed themselves for their pains. ‘There goes the 
man that killed Bill Adams” was higher praise and a 
sweeter sound in the ears of this sort of people than. any 
other speech that admiring lips could utter. 

The men' who mprdered Virginia’s original twenty-six • 
cemetery-occupants were never punished. Why? Because 
Alfred the Great, when he invented trial by jury, and knew 
that he had admirably framed it to secure justice in his age 
of the world, was not aware that in the nineteenth century 
the condition of things would be so entirely changed that 
unless he rose from the grave and altered the jury plan to 
meet the emergency, it would prove the most ingenious and 
infallible agency for defeating justice that human wisdom 
could contrive. For how could he imagine that we simple- 
tons would go on using his jury plan after circumstances 
had stripped it of its usefulness, any more than he could 
imagine that we would go on using his candle-clock after 
we had invented chronometers? In his day news could not 
travel fast, and hence he could easily find a jury of honest, 
intelligent men who had not heard of the case they were 
called to try — ^but in our day of telegraphs and newspapers 
his plan compels us to swear in juries composed of fools 
and rascals, because the system rigidly excludes honest men 
and men of brains. 

I remember one of those sorrowful farces, in Virginia, 
which we call a jury trial. A noted desperado killed Mr. B., 
a good citizen, in the most wanton and cold-blooded way. 
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Of course the papers were full of it, and all men capable 
of reading read about it. And of course all men not deaf 
and dumb and idiotic talked about it. A jury list %vas made 
out, and Mr. B. L., a prominent banker and a valued citi- 
zen, was questioned precisely as he would have been ques- 
tioned in any court in America; 

• “Have you heard of this homicide?” 

“Yes.” 

“Have you held conversations upon the subject?” 

“Yes.” ' 

“Have you formed or expressed opinions about it?” 

“Yes.” . . 

“Have you read the newspaper accounts of it?” 

“Yes.” 

“We do not want you.” 

A minister, intelligent, esteemed, and greatly respected: 
a merchant of high character and known probity; a minin£ 
superintendent of intelligence and unblemished reputation 
a quartz mill owner of excellent standing, were all ques- 
tioned in the same way, and all set aside. Each said tht 
public talk and the newspaper reports had not so biased hi: 
mind but that sworn testimony would overthrow his previ- 
ously-formed opinions and enable him to render a verdict 
without prejudice and in accordance with the facts. But ol 
course such men could not be trusted with the case. Igno- 
ramuses alone could mete out unsullied justice. 

When the peremptory challenges were all exhausted, e 
. jury of twelve men was impaneled — a jury who swore thej 
had neither heard, read, talked about, nor expressed an 
opinion concerning a murder which the very cattle in the 
corrals, the Indians in the sage-brush, and the stones in 
. the streets were cognizant ofl It was a jury composed of 
two desperadoes, two low beer-house politicians, three bar- 
keepers, two ranchmen who could not read, and three dull, 
stupid, human donkeys! It actually came out afterward, that 
one of these latter thought that incest and arson were the 
same thing. 

The verdict rendered by this jury was. Not Guilty. What 
else could one expect? 

• The jury system puts a ban upon intelligence and hon- 
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esty, and a premium upon ignorance, stupidity, and perjury. 
It is a shame that we must continue to use a worthless .sys- 
tem because it good a thousand years ago. In this age, 
when a gentleman of high social standing, intelligence, and 
probity, swears that testimony given under solemn oath 
will outweigh, with him, street talk and newspaper reports 
based upon mere hearsay, he is worth a hundred jurymen 
who wiU swear to their own ignorance and stupidity, and 
justice would be far safer in his hands than in theirs. Why 
could not the jury law be so altered as to give men of 
brains and honesty an equal chance with fools and miscre- 
ants? Is it right to show the present favoritism to one class 
of men and inflict a disability on another, in a land whose 
boast is that all its citizens are free and equal? I am a can- 
didate for the legislature. I desire to tamper with the jury 
law. I wish to so alter it as to put a premium on intelli- 
gence and character, and close the jury box against idiots, 
blacklegs, and people who do not read newspapers. But no 
doubt I shall be defeated — every effort 1 make to save the 
country “misses fire.” - • 

My idea, when I began this chapter, was to say some- 
thing about desperadoism in the “flush times” of Nevada.- 
To attempt a portrayal of that era and that land, and leave 
out the blood and carnage, would be like portraying Mor- 
mondom an^ leaving out polygamy. The desperado stalked 
the streets with a swagger graded according to the number 
of his homicides, and a nod of recognition from him was 
sufficient to make a humble admirer happy for the rest of 
the day., The deference that was paid to- a desperado of 
wide reputation, and who “kept his private graveyard,” us 
the phrase went, was marked, and cheerfully accorded. 
When he moved along the sidewalk in his excessively long- 
tailed frock-coat, shiny stump-toed boots, and with dainry 
little slouch hat tipped over left eye, the small-fry roughs 
made roorn for his majesty; when he entered the restau- 
rant, the waiters deserted bankers and merchants to. over- 
whelm him with obsequious service; when' he shouldered 
his way to a bar, the shouldered parties wheeled indiu- 
nantly, recognized him, and— apologized. They got a lo'olc 
in return that froze their marrow, and by that time a 
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curled and breast-pinned bar-keeper was beaming over 
the counter, proud of the established acquainmncesbip 
that pernaitted such a familiar form of speech as: 

“How ’fe ye, Billy, old fel? Glad to see you. What’il you 
take — the bid thing?” 

The “old thing” meant his customary drink, of course. 

The best-known names in the territory 'of Nevada w’ere 
those belonging to these long-tailed heroes of the revolver. 
Orators,- governors, capitalists, and leaders of the legisla- 
ture enjoyed a degree of fame, but it seemed local and 
meager when contrasted with the fame of such men as 
Sam Brown, Jack Williams, Billy Mulligan, Farmer Pease, 
Sugarfoot Mike, Pock-Marked Jake, El Dorado Johnny, 
Jack McNabb, Joe McGee, Jack Harris, Six-Fingered Pete, 
etc., etc. -There was a long list of them. They were brave, 
recWess men, and traveled with their lives in their hands. - 
To give them their due, they did their killing principally 
among themselves, and seldom molested peaceable citi- 
zens, for they considered it small credit to add to their 
trophies so cheap a bauble as the death of a man who was 
“not on the shoot,” as they phrased- it. They killed each 
other on slight provocation, and hoped and expected to be 
killed themselves — for they held it almost shame to die oth- 
erwise than “with their boots on,” as they expressed it. 

I remember an instance of a desperado’s contempt for 
such small game as a private citizen’s life. I was taking a 
late supper in a restaurant one night, with tvvO/ reporters 
and a little printer named — Brown, for instance — any name 
%viU do. Presently a stranger with a long-tailed coat on 
came in, and not noticing Brown’s hat, which wgs lying in 
a chair, sat down on it. Little Brown sprang up and became 
abusive in a moment. The stranger smiled, smoothed out 
the hat, and offered it to Brown with profuse apologies 
couched in caustic sarcasm, and begged Brown not to de- 
stroy him. Brown threw off his coat and challenged the man 
to fight — abused him, threatened him, impeached his cour- 
age, and urged and even implored him to fight and in 
^e meantime the smiling stranger placed himself under our , 
protection in mock distress. But presently he assumed' a 
serious tone, and said: 
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“Very well, gentlemen, if we must fight, we must; I sup- 
pose. But don’t rush into danger and then say I gave you 
no warning. I am more than a match for all of you when I 
get started. I will give you proofs, and then if my friend 
here still insists, I will try to accommodate him.” 

The table we were sitting at was about five feet long, 
and unusually cumbersome and heavy. He asked us to put 
our hands on the dishes and hold them in their places a 
moment — one of them was a large oval dish with a portly 
roast on it. Then he sat down, tilted up one end of the 
table, set two of the legs on his knees, took the end of 
the table beUveen his teeth, took his hands away, and 
pulled down with his teeth till the table came up to a level 
position, dishes and all! He said he could lift a keg of nails 
with his teeth. H& picked up a common glass tumbler and 
bit a semicircle out of it. Then he opened his bosom and 
showed us a network of knife and bullet scars; showed us 
more on his arms and face, and said he believed he had 
bullets enough in his body to make a pig of lead. He was 
armed to the teeth. He closed with the remark that he was 

Mr. of Cariboo — a celebrated name whereat we 

shook in our shoes. I w'ould publish the name, but for the 
suspicion that he might come and carve me. He finally 
inquired if Brown still thirsted for blood. Brown turned 
the thing over in his mind a moment, and then — asked 
him to supper. 


Grandiather’s Old Ram 


Every now and then, in these days, the boys used to tell 
me I ought to get one Jim Blaine to tell me the stirring 
story of his grandfather’s old. ram — but they always added 
that I must not mention the matter unless Jim was drunk 

From Roughing It. 
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at the time — just comfortably and sociably drunk. They 
kept this.- up until my curiosity was on the rack to 'hear the 
story. I got to haunting Blaine; but it was of no use, the 
boys always found fault with his condition; he was oft^n 
moderately but never satisfactorily drunk. I never watched 
a man’s, condition with such absorbing interest, such anx- 
ious solicitude; I never so pined to see a man uncompromis- 

■ ingly drunk before. At last, one evening 1 hurried to his 
- , cabin, for I learned that this time Ins- situation was such 

' that' even the most fastidious could find no fault with it — 
he was tranquilly, serenely, symmetrically drunk — not a 
' hiccup to mar his voice, not a cloud upon his brain thick 
. enough to obscure his memoi^. As I entered, he was sit- 
. ting upon an empty powder-keg, with a clay .pipe in one 
hand and the other raised to command silence. His face 
■■ was round, red, and very serious; his throat was bare and 
his hair tumbled; in general appearance and costume he 
was a stalwart miner of the period. On the pine table stood 
a candle, and its dim light revealed “the boys” sitting here 
and there on bunks, candle-boxes, powder-kegs, etc. They 
said: 

“Sh — 1 Don’t speak — he’s going to commence.” 

- ■ THE STORY OP THE OLD RAM 

I found a seat at once, and Blaine said: 

■ “I don’t reckon them times will ever come again; There 
never was a more buUier old ram than what he was. Grand- 
father fetched him from Illinois — got him of a man by 
•the name of Yates — Bill Yates — maybe you might have 
, heard of him; his father was a deacon — Baptist — and he 
was a rustler, too; a man had to get up ruther early to get 
. the start of old Thankful Yates; it was him that put the 
Greens up to jining teams with my grandfather when he 
moved west. Seth Green was prob’Iy the- pick of the flock; 
he rnarried a Wilkerson — ^Sarah Wilkerson — good cretur, 
she was — one of the likeliest heifers that was ever raised in 
old Stoddard, everybody said that knowed her. She could 

■ heft a bar’l of flour as easy as I can flirt a flapjack. And 
spin? Don’t mention it! Independent? Huraphi When Silc 
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Hawkins come a browsing around her, she let him know 
that for all his tin he couldn’t trot in harness alongside 
of her. You see, Sile Hawkins was — no, it warn’t Sile Haw- 
kins, after all — it was a galoot by the name of Filkins — I 
disremember his first name; but he woj a stump — come 
into pra’r meeting drunk, one night, hooraying *for Nixon, 
becuz he thought it was a primary; and old Deacon Fergu- 
son up and scooted him through the window and he lit on 
old Miss Jefferson’s head, poor old filly. She was a good 
soul — had a glass eye and used to lend it to old Miss Wag- 
ner, that hadn’t any, to receive company in; it warn’t big 
enough, and when Miss Wagner warn’t noticing, it would 
get twisted around in the socket, and look up, maybe, or 
out to one side, and every which way, while t’ other one 
was looking as straight ahead as a spyglass. Grown people 
didn’t mind it, liut it almost always made the children cry, 
it was so sort of scary. She tried packing it in raw cotton, 
but it wouldn’t work, somehow — the cotton would get 
loose ^d stick out and took so kind of awful that the chil- 
dren couldn’t stand it no way. She was always dropping 
it out, and turning up her old deadlight on the company 
empty, and making them oncomfortable, becuz she never 
could tell when it hopped out, being blind on that side, you 
see. So somebody would have to hunch her and say, ‘Your 
game eye has fetched loose. Miss Wagner, dear’ — and. 
then all of them would have to sit and wait till she jammed 
it in again — wrong side before, as a general thing, and 
green as a bird’s egg, being a bashful cretur and easy sot 
back before company. But being wrong side before wam’t 
much difference, anyway, becuz her own eye was sky- 
blue and the glass one was yaller on the front side) so 
whichever way she, turned it it didn’t match nohow. Old 
Miss Wagner was considerable on the borrow, she was. 
When she had a quilting, or Dorcas S’iety at her. house 
she gen’ally borrowed Miss Higgins’s wooden leg to stump 
around on; it was considerable shorter than her other pin, 
but much she minded that. She ' said she couldn’t abide 
crutches when she'had company, becuz they were so slow; 
said when she had company and things had to be. done, 
she wanted to get up and hump herself. She was as bald 
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as a jug, and so she used to borrow Miss Jacops’s wig — Miss 
Jacops was" the coflm-peddler’s wife — a ratty old buzzard, 
be was, that used to go roosting around where people was 
sick, waiting for ’em; and. there that old rip would sit all 
day, in the shade, .on a coffin that he judged would fit the 
can’idate; and if it was a slow customer and kind of un- 
certain, he’d fetch his rations and a blanket along and 
sleep in the coffin nights. He was anchored out that way, in 
frosty weather, for about tlirce weeks, once, before old 
Robbins’s place, waiting for him; and after that, for 'as 
much as two years, Jacops was not on speaking terms with 
the old man, on account' of his disapp’inting him. He got 
one of his feet froze, and lost money, too, bccuz old Rob- 
bins took a favorable turn and got well. The next time Rob- 
bins got sick, Jacops tried to make up with him, and var- 
nished up the same old coffin and fetched it along; but old 
Robbins was too many for him; he had him in, and ’peared 
to be powerful weak; he bought the coffin for , ten dollars 
and Jacops was to pay it back and twenty-five more be- 
sides if Robbins didn’t like the coffin after he’d tried it. 
And then Robbins died, and at the funeral he bursted off 
the lid and riz up in Ids shroud and told the parson to let 
up on the performances, bccuz he could not stand such a 
cofUn as that. You see he had been in a trance once before, 
when he was young, and he took the chances on another, 
cal’lating that if he made- the trip it was money in his 
pocket, and if he missed fire he couldn’t lose a cent. And, 
by George, he sued Jacops for the rhino and got judgment; 
and he set up the coffin in his back parlor and said he 
’lowed to take his time, now. It was always an aggravation 
to Jacops, tlie way that miserable old thing acted." He 
moved back to Indiany pretty soon — went to'Wellsville— - 
Wcllsville was the place the Hogadorns was from. Mighty 
fine family. Old Maryland stock. Old Squire Hogadorn 
could carry around more mixed lickcr, and cuss better 
than most any man I ever see. His second wife was the . 
Widder Billings — ^she that was Becky Martin; her dam w.^s 
Deacon Dunlap’s first wife. Her oldest child, Maria, mar- 
ried a missionary and died in grace — et up by the savages. 
Hiey et him, ffio, poor feller — biled him. It warn’t the cus- 
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m, so they say, but they explained to friends of his’n that 
ent down- there to bring away his things, that they’d tried 
issionaries every other way and never could get any good 
It of ’em — and so it annoyed all his relations to find out 
;at that man’s life was fooled away just out of a dem’d ex- 
iriment, so to speak. But mind you,^there ain’t anything 
/er reely lost; everything that people can’t understand and 
an’t see the reason of does good if you only hold on 
id give it a fair shake; Prov’dence don’t fire no blank 
I’tridges, boys. That there missionary’s substance, un- 
eknowns to himself, actu’ly converted eveiy' last one of 
lem heathens that took a chance at the barbecue. Nothing 
ver fetched them but that. Don’t teU me it was an acci- 
ent that he was biled. There ain’t no such a thing as an 
ccident. When my Uncle Lem was leaning up agin a 
caffolding once, sick, or drunk, or suthin, an Irishman 
vith a hod full of bricks fell on him out of the third story 
ind broke the old man’s back in two places. People said 
t was an accident. Much accident there was about that, 
de didn’t know what he was there for, but he was there 
or a good object. If he hadn’t been there the Irishman 
vould have been killed. Nobody can ever make me believe 
mything different from that. Uncle Lem’s dog was there. 
vVhy didn’t the Irishman fall on the dog? Bccuz the dog 
would n seen him a coming and stood from under. That’s 
the reason the dog wam’t appinted. A dog can’t be de- 
pended on to carry out a special providence. Mark my 
words, it was a put-up thing. Accidents don’t happen, boys. 
Uncle Lem’s dog — I wish you could a seen that dog. He 
was a regla'r shepherd — or ruther he was part bull and 
part shepherd — splendid animal; belonged to Parson Hagar 
before Uncle Lem got him. Parson Hagar belonged to the 
Western Reserve Hagars; prime family; his mother was a 
Watson; one of his sisters married a Wheeler; they settled 
in Morgan County, and he got nipped by the machinery in 
a carpet factory and went through in le^s than a quarter 
of a minute; his widder bou^t the piece of cgrpet that had 
his remains wove in, and people come a hundred mile to 
’tend the funeral. There was fourteen yards in the piece. 
She wouldn’t let them roll him up, but planted him just so 
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— full length. The church was middling small where they 
preached the funeral, and they had to let one ‘end of the 
coffin stick out of the window. They didn’t ■ bury him — 
they planted one end, and let him stand up, same as a mon- 
ument. And they nailed a sign on it and put — ^put on — put 
on it — sacred to — the m-e-m-o-r-y — of fourteen y-a-r-d-s — 
of three-ply — car — pet — containing all that was — m-o-r- 
t-a-1— of— of— -W-i-l-l-i-a-ni— -W-h-e— ” 

Jim Blaine had been growing gradually drowsy and 
drowsier — his head nodded, once, twice, three times — 
dropped peacefully upon his breast, and he fell tranquilly 
asleep. The tears were running down the boys’ cheeks — 
they were suffocating with suppressed laughter — and had 
been from the start, though I had never noticed it. I per- 
ceived that I was “sold.” I learned then that Jim Blaine’s 
peculiarity was that whenever he reached a certain stage of 
intoxication, no human power could keep him from setting 
out, with impressive unction, to tell about a. wonderful 
adventure which he had once had with his grandfather’s 
• old ram — and the mention. of the ram in the first sentence 
was as far as any man had ever heard him, get, concerning 
it., He always maundered off, interminably, from one 
thing to another, till his whisky got the best of him, and 
he fell asleep. What the thing was that happened to him 
and his grandfather’s old ram is a dark mystery to this 
day, for nobody has ever yet found out. 


The Celebrated Jumping Frog of 
Calaveras County 


In compliance with the request of a friend of mine, who 
wrote, me from the East, I called on good-natured, garru- 
lous old Simon Wheeler, and inquired after my friend’s 

From The Celebrated Jumping Frog of Calaveras County, and 
Other Sketches. 
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Jumping trog of caiavmu 

lend, Leonidas W. Smiley, as requested to do, and I here:- 
ato append the result. 1 have a lurking suspicion that 
eonidas W. Smiley is a myth; that my friend never knew 
jch a personage; and that he only conjectured that, it 1 
sked old Wheeler about him, it would remind him of his 
ifamous Jim Smiley, and he would go to work and bore 
le nearly to death with some infernal reminiscence of him 
s long and as tedious as it should be useless to me. If 
bat was the design, it certainly succeeded. 

I found Simon Wheeler dozing comfortably by the bar- 
oom stove of the old, dilapidated tavern in the ancient 
nining camp of Angel’s, and I noticed that he was fat and 
lald-headed, and had an expression of winning gentleness 
ind simplicity upon his tranquil countenance. He roused 
ap, and gave me good-day. 1 told him a friend of mine had 
commissioned me to make some inquiries about a cherished 
companion of his boyhood named Leonidas W. Smiley — 
Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley — a young minister of the Gospel, 
who he had heard was at one time a resident of Angel's 
Camp. I added that, if Mr. Wheeler could tell me any- 
thing about this 'Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, I would feel 
under many obligations to him. 

Simon \^eeler backed me into a comer and blockaded 
me there with his chair, and then sat me down and reeled 


off the monotonous narrative which follows this para- 
graph. He never smiled, he never frowned, he never 
changed his voice from the gentle-flowing key to which he 
tuned the initial sentence, he never betrayed the slightest 
suspicion of enthusiasm; but all through the interminable 
narrative there ran a vein of impressive earnestness and 
sincerity, which showed me plainly that, so far from his 
imagining that there was anything ridiculous or funny 
about his story, he regarded it as a really important mat- 
ter, and admired its two heroes as men of transcendent 
genius in finesse. To me, the spectacle of a man drifting 
serenely along through such a queer yarn without ever 
n“ exquisitely absurd. As I said before, I asked 
him to tell me what he knew of Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley 
and he replied as follows. I let him go on in his own wa^ 
and, never mterrupted him once. 
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There was a felier here once by the name of Jim Smiley, 
in the winter of ’49— or may. be it was the spring of ’50 — 
1 don’t recollect exactly, somehow, thougli what makes me 
think it was one or the other is because I remember the 
big flume wasn’t finished when he first came to the camp; 
.but any v,’ay, he was the curiousest man about always bet- 
ting on anything that turned up you ever see, if he could 
get anybody to bet on the other side; and if he couldn’t, 
he’d change sides. Any way that suited the other man 
would suit him — any way just so’s he got a bet, he was 
satisfied. But still be was lucky, uncommon lucky; he most 
alv/ays come- out winner. He was always ready and laying 
for a chance; there couldn’t be no solit’ry thing mentioned 
- but that feller’d offer to bet on It, and take any side you 
\ please, as I was just telling you. If there svas a horse-race, 
you’d find him flush, or you’d find him busted at the end 
of it; if there was a dog-fight, he’d bet on it; if there was 
a cat-fight, he’d bet on it; if there was a ctucken-fight, he’d 
bet on- it; why, if there was two birds setting on a , fence, 
be would bet you which one would fly first; or if there was 
a- camp-meeting, he would be there reg’lar to bet on Par- 
son Walker, W'hich he judged to be the best exhorter about 
here, and so he was tod, and a good man.. If he even seen 
a straddle-bug start to go anywheres, he would bet you 
bow long it would take him to get wherever he was going 
to, and if you took him up, he would foUer that straddle- 
' bug to Me.xico but what he would find out where he was 
bound for and how long be was on the road. Lots of the 
boys here has seen that Smiley, and can tel! you about him. 
Why, it never made no difference to him — he would bet on 
any thing — the dangdest feller. Parson Walker’s v/Lfe laid 
very sick once, for a good while, and it seemed as if they 
warn’t going to save her; but one morning he come in, and 
Smiley asked how she was, and he said she was consider- 
able better — thank the Lord for his infinite mercy — and 
coming on so smart that with the blessing of Prov’dence 
she’d get well yet; and Smiley, before he thought, says, 
-“V/ell, I’ll risk tw'o-and-a-half she don’t anyway,” 

Thisfa-yer Smiley had a mare — the boys called her the 
fifteen-minute nag, but that was only in fun, you know, be- 
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cause of course she was faster than that — and he used to 
win money on that horse, for all she was so slow and always 
had the asthma, or the distemper, or the cousumption. or 
something of that kind. They used to gr. e aer two or three 
hundred yards’ start, and then pass her under way; but 
always at the fag-end of the race she’d get exctted ar,u. 
desperate-like, and come cavorting and straaohng up, and 
scattering her legs around limber, sometimes ;n tr.e air, 
and sometimes out to one side amongst the rences. and 
kicking up m-o-r-e dust and raising m-or-e racket '.vitu 
her cougWng and sneezing and blowing her nc-e — ano 
alveays fetch up at the stand just about a neck ahead, as 
near as you could cipher it down. 

And he had a little small bull-pup, that to look at him 
you’d think he wa’n’c worth a cent but to set around a.nd 
look ornery and lay for a chance to steal scmething. Bu: as 
soon as money was up on him be was a dhlersn: dog: his 
under-jaw’d begin- to stick out like the lo’castle of a stean:- 
boat, and his teeth would uncover and shine savage like th-e 
furnaces. And a dog might tacl-de him and bully-rag him, 
and bite him, and throw him over his shoulder two cr three 
times, and Andrev/' Jackson — which th‘- or 

pup — ^Andrev/ Jac’^son would never let on but '-vha: he v.as 


satisfied, and hadn’t expected nothing 

' -Qg ■ -- - 


being doubled and doubled on the other 5 


%;] jnc lirr - 

till the money was all up; and then ail of a sudden h,: 
would grab that other dog jest 'oy the j’int of his hind leu 
and freeze to it — not chaw, you understand, but only jest 
grip and hang on till they throwed up the .-.ponge, if it v/a ; 
a year. Smiley always come cut winner on that p-up, tlil he 
harnessed a dog once that didn’t have no hind legs, be- 
cause they’d been sawed off by a circular saw, and" when 
the thing had gone along far enough, and the rncnev was 
all up, and he come to make a snatc’n for his p-et holt, he 
saw in a minute^how he’d been i.mpcsed, on, and how the 
other dog had him in the dcor, so to speak, and he ’peered 
surprised, and then ha looked sorter discouraged-iike, and 
didn’t try no more to v/in the fight, and so he get shucked 
put l^d. He give Smiley a ioo.<, as much as to say his heart 
was broke, and k was hF. fault, for putting up a do" that 
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hadn’t no hind legs for him to lake holt of, which was his 
main dependence in a fight, and then he limped oil a piece 
and laid down and died. It was- a good pup, was that An- 
drew Jackson, and would have made a name for hisself if 
he’d lived, for Uie stuff was in him and he had genius — 1 
know it, because he hadn’t had no opportunities to speak 
of, and it don’t stand to reason that a dog could make such 
a fight as he could under them circumstances if he hadn’t 
had no talent. It always makes me feel sorry when 1 tliink 
of that IxSt fight of his’n, and the way it turned out. 

• VVell, thish-ycr Smiley had rat-tarriers, and chicken 
cocks, and tom-cats and all them kind of things, till you 
couldn’t rest, and you couldn’t fetch nothing for him to 
Ket on but he’d match you. He ketched a frog one day, and 
took him home, and said he calk’laled to cdercate him; and 
so he never done nothing for three months but set in his 
back yard and learn that frog to jump. And you bet you 
he did learn him, too. He’d give him a little punch behind, 
' and the next minute you’d see that frog whirling in the 
air like a doughnut — sec him turn one summerset, or maybe 
a couple, if he got a good start, and come down flat-footed 
and all right, like a cat. He got him up so in the matter 
of kctching flies, and kept him in practice so constant, 
that he’d nail a fly every time as far as he could see him. 
Smiley said all a frog wanted was education, and he could 
do ’most anything — and I believe him. Why, I’ve seen him 
set Dan’l Webster down here on this floor — Dan’l Web- 
ster was the name of the frog — and sing out, “Flies, Dan’l, 
flies!” and quicker’n you could wink he’d spring straight 
up and snake a fly ofFn the counter there, and flop down 
on the floor ag’in as solid as a gob of mud, and fall to 
scratching the side of his head with his hind food as indif- 
ferent as if he hadn’t no idea he’d been doin’ any more’n 
any frog might do. You never see a frog so mpdest and 
straightfor’ard as he was, for all he was so gifted. And 
when it come to fair and square, jumping" on a dead level, 
he could get over more ground at one straddle than any 
animal of his breed you ever see. Jumping on a dead 
level was his strong suit, you understand; and when it 
come to that, Smiley would ante up money on him as long 
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5 he had a red. Smiley was monstrous proud of his frog, 
Qd well he might be, for fellers that had traveled and 
een ever^^vheres, aU said he laid over any frog tliat ever 

fiey see. . . , it 

Well, Smiley kept the beast in a little lattice box, and he 

ised to fetch him down town sometimes and lay for a bet. 
3ne day a feUer— a stranger in the camp, he was— come 
icross him with his box, and says: 

“What might it be that you’ve got in the box?” 

And Smiley says', sorter indilferent-like, “It might be a 
parrot, or it might be a canary, maybe, but it ain t it s 

only just a frog.” • . • r , 

And the feller took it, and looked at it careful, and 
turned it round this way and that, and says, ‘ H m ao tis. 
Well, what’s he good for?” 

"Well,” Smiley says, easy and careless, “he’s good enough 
for one thing, 1 should judge — he can outjump any frog 
in Calaveras County,” 

The feller took the box again, and took another long, 
particular look, and give it back to Smiley, and says, very 
deliberate, “Well,” he says, “I don’t see no p’ints about 
that frog that’s any better’n any other frog.” 

“Maybe you don’t,” Smiley says. “Maybe you under- 
stand frogs and maybe you don’t understand ’em; maybe 
you’ve had experience, and maybe you ain’t only a amature, 
as it were. Any^vays,.rve got my opinion and I'll risk forty 
• dollars that he can outjump any frog in Calaveras County.” 
And the. feller studied a minute, and then says, kinder 
sad like, “Well, I’m only a stranger here, and I ain’t got 
no frog; but if I had a frog. I’d bet you.” 

And then Smiley_says, “That’s all right — that’s all right — 
if you’ll hold my box a minute. I’ll go and get you a frog.” 
And so the feller took the box, and put up his forty dollars 
along with Smiley’s and set down to wait. 

So he set there a good while thinking and thinking to 
hisself, and then he got the frog out and prized his mouth 
. open and took a teaspoon and filled him full of quail shot — 
filled him pretty' near up to his chin — and set him on the 
floor. Smiley he went to the swamp and slopped around in 
the mud for a long time, and finally he ketched j f-re 
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and fetched him in, and give him to this feller, and says: 

“Now, if you're ready, set him alongside of Dan’l, with 
his fore-paws just even witli Dan’l’s, and I’ll give the, word.” 
Then he says, “One— two— three — jump!” and him and 
the feller touched up the frogs from behind, and the new 
.frog hopped olT, but Dan’l give a heave, and hysted up his 
shoulders — so — like a Frenchman, but it wa’n’t no use — 
he couldn’t budge; he was planted as solid as an anvil, and 
.he couldn’t no more stir than if he was anchored out. 
Smiley was a good deal surprised, and he w:is disgusted 
too, but he didn't have no idea what the matter was, of 
course. 

The feller took the money and started away; and when 
he was going out at the door, he sorter jerked his thumb 
over his shoulders — this way — at Dan’l, and says again, 
very deliberate, “Well, 1 don’t see no p'ints about that 
•frog that’s any better’n'any other frog.” 

Smiley he stood scratching his head and looking down 
at Daa’l a long time, and'at last he says, “I do wonder what 
in the nation that frog throw’d otf for — I wonder if there 
ain’t something the matter with him-r-he 'pears to look 
mighty baggy, somehow.” And he ketched Dan’l by the nap 
of the neck, and lifted him up, and says, “Why, blame my 
cats, if he don’t weigh five pound!” and turned him upside 
down and he belched out a double handful of shot. And 
then be see how it was, and he was the maddest man — he 
set the frog down and took out after that feller, but he 
never ketched him. And — 

[Here Simon Wheeler heard his name called from the 
front yard, and got up to see what was wanted,] And turn- 
ing to me as he moved away, he said: “Just set where you 
are, stranger and rest easy — I an't going to be gone a sec- 
ond.” 

But, by your leave, 1 did not think that a continuation 
of the history of the enterprising vagabond Jim Smiley 
would be likely to afford me much information concerning 
the Rev. Leonidas W. Smiley, and so I started away. 

At the door I met the sociable Wheeler returning, and 
he button-holed me and re-commenced: 
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. ‘.Well thish-yer Smiley had a yalier 

didn’t have no tail, only jest a short stump h.se ■ 


“"Oh! hang Smiley and 

good-naturedly, and bidding the old uen.,an^. 


departed. 



fr. 
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meet for the occasion. It was a pine wood, with so thick 
and soft a carpet of brown nccdics that one’s footfall made 
no more sound than if be were treading on wool; the tree- 
trunks were as round and straight and smooth as pillars, 
and stood, close together; they were bare of branches to a 
point about twenty-five feel above ground, and from there 
upward so thick with boughs that not a ray of sunlight 
could pierce through. The world was bright with sunshine 
outside, but a deep and mellow twilight reigned in there, 
and also a silence so profound that f seemed to hear my 
own breathings. 

When 1 had stood ten minutes, thinking and imagining, 
and gelling my spirit in tune with the" place, and in the 
right mood to enjoy the supernatural, a raven suddenly 
uttered a hoarse croak over my head. It made me start; and 
then I was angry because 1 started. I looked up, and the 
creature was sitting on a limb right over me, looking down 
at me. I felt something of -the same sense of humiliation 
and injury which one feels when he finds that a human 
stranger has been clandestinely inspecting him in his 
privacy and mentally commenting upon him. I eyed the 
raven, and the raven eyed me. Nothing was said during 
some seconds. Then the bird stepped a little way along 
his limb to get a better point of observation, lifted his 
wings, stuck his head far down below his shoulders toward 
me, and croaked again — a croak with a distinctly insulting 
expression about it. If he had spoken in English he could 
not have said any more plainly than he did say in raven, 
“Well, what do you want here?” I felt as foolish as if I 
had been caught in some mean act by a responsible being, 
and reproved for it. However, I made no reply; I would 
not bandy words with a raven. The adversary waited a 
while, with his shoulders still lifted, his head thrust down 
between them, and his keen bright eye fi,xed on me; then he 
threw out two or three more insults, which I could not 
understand, further than that I knew a portion of them 
consisted of language not used in church. 

I still made no reply. Now the adversary raised his head 
and called. There was an answering croak from a little dis- 
tance in the wood — evidently a croak of inquiry. The ad- 
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versary explained with enthusiasm, and the other raven 
dropped every thing and came. The two sat side hy side on 
the limb and discussed me as freely and oiTensively as two 
great naturalists might discuss a new kind of hug. The 
thing became more and more embarrassing. They called 
in another friend. This was too much. I saw that they had 
the advantage of me, and so I conclmied to get out of the 
scrape by walking out of it. They enjoyed nty defeat as 
much as any low white people could have done. 'I'liey 
craned their necks and laughed at me (for a raven can 
laugh, just like a man), they squalled insulting remarks 
after me as long as they could see me. They were nothing 
but ravens — I knew that — what they thought about me 
could be a matter of no consequence — and yet when even, 
a raven shouts after you, “What a hat!” “Oh, pul) down 
your vest!" and that sort of thing, it burls you and Jmmili- 
ates you, and there is no getting around it with line rcaswi' 
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than other creatures; and, mind you, whatever a blucjay 
feels, he can put into language. And no mere commonplace 
language, cither, but rattling, out-and-out book-talk— and 
bristling with metaphor, too- 7 -just bristling! And as for 
command of language — why you never see a blucjay get 
stuck for a word. No man ever did. They just boil out 
of him! And another thing: I’ve noticed a good deal, and 
there’s no bird, or cow, or anything that uses as good 
grammar as a blucjay. You may say a cat uses good gram- 
mar. Well, a cat docs — but you let a cat get excited once; 
you let a cat get to pulling fur with another cat on a shed, 
nights, and you’ll hear grammar that will give you the 
lockjaw. Ignorant people think it's the noise which fighting 
cats make that is so aggravating, but it ain’t so; it’s the 
sickening grammar they use. Now I’ve never heard a jay 
use bad grammar but very seldom; and when they do, they 
are as ashamed as a human; they shut right down and 
leave. 

‘Wou may call a jay a bird. Well, so he is, in a measure — 
.^because he’s got feathers on him, and don’t belong to no 
, hurch, perhaps; but otherwise he is just as much a human 
s you be. And I’ll tell you for why. A jay’s gifts, and in- 
, 'stincts, and feelings and interests, cover the whole ground. 
A jay hasn't got any more principle than a Congressman, A 
jay will lie, a jay will steal, a jay will deceive, a jay will 
betray: and four times out of five, a jay will go back on 
his solemnest promise. The sacredness of an obligation is 
a thing which you can’t cram into no bluejay’s head. Now, 
on top of ail this, there’s another thing: a jay can outswear 
• any gentleman in the mines. You think a cat can swear. 

, Well, a cat can; but you give a bluejay a subject that calls 
for his reserve-powers, and where is your cat’.^ Don’t talk 
to me — I know too much about this thing. And there’s yet 
another thing; in the one little particular of scojding — 
just ' good, clean, out-and-out scolding — a bluejay can 
lay over anything, human or divine. Yes, sir, a jay is every- 
thing that a man is. A jay can cry, a jay can laugh, a jay 
can feel shame, a jay can reason and plan and discuss, a jay 
likes gossip and scandal, a jay has got a sense of humor, a 
jay knows when he is an ass just as well as you do — maybe 
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itudicd a while, then he just went into the c/etails — walked 
■ound and round the hole and spied into it from every 
)oint of the compass. No u.se. Now he took a tliinking at- 
itude on the comb of the roof and scratched the back of 
lis head with his right foot a minute, .and finally says, 
Well, it’s too many for »ie. that’s certain; must be a 
nighty long hole; however, 1 ain’t got no time to fool 
.jr^und here, I got to ’tend to business; I reckon it’s all 
right — chance it, anyway.’ 

“So he flew off and fetched another acorn and dropped 
it in, and tried to tlirt liis eye to the hole quick enough to 
see what become of it, but he was too late. He held his 
eye there as much as a minute; then he raised up and 
sighed, and says, ‘Confound it, I don't seem to understand 
this thing, no way; however. I’ll tackle her again.’ He 
fetched another acorn, and done his level best to see what 
become of it, but he couldn’t. He says, ‘Well, / never 
struck no such a hole as this before; I’m of the opinion 
it’s a totally new kind of a hole.’ Then be begun to get 
matt. He hold in for a spell, walking up and down the comb 
of the roof and shaking his head and muttering to himself; 
but his feelings got the upper hand of him, presently, and 
he broke loose and cussed himself black in the face. I 
never see a bird take on so about a little thing. When he 
got through he walks to the hole and looks in again for 
half a minute; then he says, ‘Well, you’re a long hole, and 
a deep hole, and a mighty singular hole altogether — but 

I’ve started in to fill you, and I’m d d if I don’t fill 

you, if it takes a hundred yearsl’ 

“And with that, away he went. You never see a bird work 
:o since you was born. He laid into his work like a nigger, 
ind the way he hove acorns into that hole for about two 
rours and a half was one of the most e.xciting and astonish- 
ng spectacles I ever struck. He never stopped to take a 
ook any more — he just hove ’em in and went for more. 
Yell, at last he coidd hardly flop his wings, he was so 
uckered out. He comes a-drooping down, once more, 
wealing like an ice-pitcher, drops his acorn in and says. 
Now I guess I’ve got the bulge on you by this time!’ So he 
lent down for a look. If you’ll believe me, when his head 
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hat that first jay had tackled hit him home and he fell 
)ver backwards suffocating with laughter, and the next 
ay took, his place and done the, same. , 

“Well,- sir, they roosted around here on the housetop 
md the trees for an hour, and guffawed over that thing 
ike human beings. It ain’t any use to tell me a bluejay 
aasn’t got a sense of humor, because I Imow better. And 
aiemory, too. They brought jays here from all over, the 
United States to look down that hole, every summer for 
three years. Other birds, too. And they could all see the 
point, except an owl that come from Nova Scotia to visit 
the Yo Semite, and he took this thing in on his way back. 
He said he couldn’t see anything funny in it. But then he 
was a good deal disappointed about Yo Semite, too.” 


The Petrified Man 


Now, to show how realty hard it is to foist a moral or a 
truth upon an unsuspecting public through a burlesque” 
without entirely and absurdly missing one’s mark, I will 
here set down two experiences of my own in this tiling. In 
the fall of 1862, in Nevada and California, the people got 
to running wild about extraordinary petriCcations and other 
natural marvels. One could scarcely pick up a paper with- 
out finding in it one or two glorified discoveries of this 
kind. The mania was becoming a little ridiculous. I was a 
bran-new local editor in Virginia City, and I felt called 
apon to destroy this growing evil; we all have our benig- 
aant fatherly moods at one time or another, I suppose. I 
:hose to kill the petrifaction mania with a delicate, a very 
lelicate satire. But maybe it was altogether too delicate, 
'or nobody ever perceived the satire part of it at all. I put 

From Sketches New and Old. ' . . 
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my scheme in the shape of the discovery of a rcnuirkably 

petrified man. . , 

I had had a temporary falling out with Mr. , the 
new coroner and justice of the peace of Humboldt, and 
thought I might as well touch him up a little at the same 
time and make him ridiculous, and thus combine pleasure 
.with- business. So I told, in patient belief-compelling detail, 
all about the finding of a petrified man at Gravelly Ford 
(e.xactly a hundred and twenty miles, over a breakneck 
mountain trail from where lived); how all the sa- 

vants of the immediate neighborhood had been to c.xaminc 
it (it was notorious that there was not a living creature 
within fifty miles of there, c-xcept a few starving Indimi.s, 
some crippled grasshoppers, and four or five bu/j'.jrds out 
of meat and too feeble to get away); how those savants all 
pronounced the petrified man to have been in a state of 
complete petrifaction for over ten generations: and then, 
with a seriousness that I ought to have been ashamed to 

assume, I stated that as soon as Mr. heard the news 

he summoned a jury, mounted his mule, and po.stcd olT, 
with noble reverence for olTicial duty, on that awful five 
days journey, through alkali, .sage-brush, peril of body, 
and imminent starvation, to hold an inquest on this man 
that had been dead and turned to everlasting stone for 
more than three hundred years! And then, my hand being 
"in,” so to speak, I went on, with the same unflinching 
gravity, to state that the jury returned a verdict that de- 
ceased came to his death from protracted exposure. Thi.s 
only moved me to higher flights of imagination, and I said 
that the jury, with that charily so characteristic of pioneers, 
then dug a grave, and were about to give the petrified man 
Christian burial, when they found that for ages a limestone 
sediment had been trickling down the face of the stone 
against which he was sitting, and this stuff had run under 
him and cemented him fast to the "bed-rock”; that the 
jury (they were all silver miners) canvassed the difficulty 
a moment, and then got out their powder and fuse, and 
proceeded to drill a hole under him, in order to blast him 
from bis position, when Mr, , “with ffiat delicacy so 
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cUaxacleristic of him, forbade them, observing . that it 

would be little less tbau sacrilege to do such a thing.” 

From begianing Ip end the “Petrified Man” squib was a ' 
string of roaring absurdities, albeit they were told with an 
unfair pretense of truth that even imposed upon me to 
some extent, and I was in some danger of believing in my 
own fraud.’ But I really had no desire to deceive anybody, 
and no expectation of doing it. I depended on the way 
the petrified man was sitting to explain to the public that 
he was a swindle. Yet I purposely mixed that up with other 
things, hoping to make it obscure — and I did. I would de- 
scribe the position of one foot, and then say his right 
thumb was against the side of bis nose; then talk about 
his other foot, and presently come back and say the fingers 
of his right hand were spread apart; then talk about the 
back of his bead a little, and return and say the left thumb 
was hooked into the right little finger; then ramble off 
about something else, and by and by drift back again and 
•remark that the fingers of the left hand were spread like 
those of the right. But I was too ingenious. I mi.xed it up 
rather too much; and so all that description of the atti- 
tude, as a key to the hurabuggery of the art'cle, was entirely 
lost, for nobody but me ever discovered and comprehended 
the peculiar and suggestive position of the petrified man’s 
hands. 

As a satire on the petrifaction mania, or anything else, 
my Petrified Man was a disheartening failure; for every- 
body received him in innocent good faith, and I was 
stunned to see the creature I had begotten to pull down the 
wonder-business with, and bring derision upon it, calmly 
exalted to the grand chief place ia the list of the genuine 
marvels our Nevada had produced. I was so disappointed 
at the curious miscarriage of my scheme, that at first I 
was angry, and did not like to think about it; but by and 
by, when the exchanges began to come in with the Petri- 
fied Man copied and guilelessly glorified, I began to feel a 
soothing secret satisfaction; and as my gentleman’s field 
of travels broadened, and by the exchanges I saw that he 
steadily and implacably penetrated territory^ after territory, 
State after State, and land after land, till he swept the 
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great globe and culminated in ^.ubiime and iinimi:e..cr,e.i 
Fegitimacy in the august London Lancer, my cup rj!!. 
and I said I was glad I had done it. 1, think that fur about 

eleven months, as nearly ;ls f can remember, .Mr. ‘s 

daily mail-bag continued to be swollen by the addition of 
half a bushel of newspapers hailing from many climes with 
the Petrified .Man in them, marked around with a promi- 
nent belt of ink. I sent them to him. 1 did it for spite, not 
for fun. He used to shovel them into his back yard and 
cune. And every day during all those months the miners, 
his constituents (for miners never quit joking a person 
when they get started), would call on him and ask if he 
could tell them where they could get hold of a paper with 
the Petrified Man in it. He could have accommodated a 

continent with them. I hafy;d in those days, and these 

things pacified me and pleased me. I could not have got- 
ten more real comfon ou: or him without killing him. ~ 
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hoop -the Washington Monument to the top, and ox-chains 
enough to girdle Long Island; by human graves; with our 
throats parched always .with thirst; lips bleeding from the 
alkali dust; hungry, perspiring, and very, very weary — so 
weary that when we dropped in the sand every fifty yards 
to rest the horses, we could hardly keep from going to 
sleep — no complaints from Oliver; none the next morning 
at three o’clock, when we got across, tired to death. Awak- 
. ened two or three nights afterward at midnight, in a nar- 
.row canyon, by the snow falling on our faces, and’ appalled 
at the imminent danger of being “snowed in,” we harnessed 
up and pushed on till eight in the morning, passed the “Di- 

■ vide” and knew we were saved. No complaints. Fifteen 
- days of hardship and fatigue brought us to the end of the 

two hundred mdes, and the judge had not complained. We 
wondered if anything could exasperate him. We built a 

■ Humboldt house. It is done in this way. You dig a square 

■ in the steep base of the mountain, and set up two uprights 
and top them with two joists. Then you stretch a great 
sheet of "cotton domestic” from the point where the joists 

■.,join the hillside dovra over the joists to the ground; this 
’ akes the roof and the front of the mansibn; the sides and 
ack are the dirt walls your digging has left. A chimney 
is easily made by turning up one corner of the roof. Oliver 
was sitting alone in this dismal den, one night, by a sage- 
brush fire, writing poetry; he was very fond of digging 
poetry out of himself — or blasting it out when it came 
hard. He heard an animal’s footsteps close to* the roof; a 
stone or two and some dirt came through and fell by 
him. He grew uneasy and said: “Hi! — clear out from there, 
can’t you!” — from time to time. But by and by he fell 
asleep where he sat, and pretty soon a mule fell down the 
chimney! The fire flew in every direction, and Oliver went 
over backwards. About ten nights after that he recovered 
confidence enough to go to writing poetry again. Again 
:'he dozed off to sleep, and again a mule fell down the chim- 
; ney. This time, about half of that side of the house, came 
in with the mule. Struggling to get iip, the mule kicked 

■ the candle put and smashed most of the kitchen furniture, 

, and raised considerable dust. These violent awakenings' ' 
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must have been annoying to Oliver, but lie never uun- 
plained. He moved to a mansion on the oppOMte side ol tne 
canyon, because he had noticed the nudes did not ;a) tueie. 
One night about eight o'clock he was cndcavosing to liauh 
his poem, when a stone rolled in — then a hoot appe.ued 
below tiie canviis — then part of a cow — tlic .dter part. He 
leaned back in dread, and shoutcii “Hooy! hoo\ ! get out 
of thisl” and the cow struggled nianfidly— lo^t ground 
steadily — dirt and dust stre.uncd down, and betiire Oliver 
could gel well away, the entire cow crashed tlirough vni 
• to the table and made a shapeless wreck of everv tiling! 
Then, for the first time in his lite, I think, Oliver cuin- 
plaincd. He said: 

"This ihiii^ ‘is grov.i/jj,' inor.olonous!" 

Then he a-signed his judgeihiji and left Humboldt 
county. “Butchered to make a Roni.in liolidav” h;..s grown 
monotonous to me. 

In this connection I wish to say one word about Midi.iei 
Angelo Buonafotli. 1 used to worship llie niiglity genius 
of Michael Angelo — that man who wets gic.it in poetry, 
painting, sculpture, architecture — great in eveiyihing iu*. 
undertook. But 1 do not want Mich.ael .-siirelo for break- 
fast — for luncheon — for dinner — for le.i — for .supper — 
for between meals. I like a cluinge, occasionally. In Geno.i, 
he designed everything; in Milan he or his pupils tkwigned 
everything; he de,signed the Lake of Como; in I’adua, Ve- 
rona, Venice, Bologna, who did we ever hear of, frotn 
guides, but .Michael Angelo? In Florence, he painted every- 
thing, designed everything, nearly, and what he did not de- 
sign he used to sit on a favorite stone and look at, and they 
showed us the stone. In Pisa he designed everytlving but ib.c 
old shot-tower, and they would have attributed that to him 
if it had not bcerr so awfully out of the perpendicular. He 
designed the piers of Leghorn and the ciulom-housc regu- 
lations of Civila Vccchia. But, here — here it is frightful. 
He designed St. Peter’s; he designed tlie Pope; he designed 
the Pantheon, the uniform of the Pope’s ‘.uldiers, the 'nher, 
the Vatican, the Coliseum, the Capitol, the Tarpeian Rock', 
the Barberini Palace, St. John Lateran. tiie Campagna the 
Appian Way, the Seven Hills, the Ba!.hs of Caracalla, the 
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. Claudian Aqueduct, the Cloaca Maxipia-4the eternal bore 
designed "the Eternal- City, and unless all inen and books 
' do lie,' he painted everything in it! Dan said the other 
day to the guide, “Enough, enough, enough! Say no more! 

■ -Lump the whole thing! say that the Creator made Italy 
..from designs by Michael Angelo!” 

I never felt so fervently thankful, so soothed, so tranquil, 
so filled with a blessed peace, as I did yesterday when I 
learned that Michael Angelo was dead. 

■ But we have taken it out of this guide. He has marched 
' ' us through miles of pictures and sculpture in the vast cor- 
; ridors of the Vatican; and through miles of pictures and 
.sculpture in twenty other palaces; he has shown us the great 
picture in the Sistine Chapel, and frescoes enough to fresco 
the heavens — pretty much all done by Michael Angelo. 
So with him we have played that game which has van- , 
quished so many guides for us — imbecility and idiotic 
questions. These creatures never suspect — they have no 
idea of a sarcasm. 

He shows us a figure and says; “Slatoo brunzo.” 
(Bronze statue.) 

We look at it indifferently and the doctor asks: “By 
’ Michael Angelo?” , 

“No — not know who.” 

Then he shows us the ancient Roman Forum. The doc- 
tor asks: “Michael Angelo?” 

A stare from the guide. “No — a thousan’ year before 
-he .is bom.” 

Then an Eg 3 rptian obelisk. Again: “Michael Angelo?” 

. ■ “Oh, mon dieu, genteelmen! Zis is two thousan’ year 
, before be is bora!” 

'He grows so tired of that unceasing question sometimes, ' 
that he dreads to show us anything at all. The wretch 
• . has tried all ways he can think of to make us comprehend 
, . that Michael Angelo is only responsible for’ the creation 
. - of a pari of- the world, but somehow he has not succeeded . 

yet. Relief for overtasked eyes and brain from study and 
■ • sightseeing is necessary, or we shall become idiotic sure 
■ enough. Therefore thi^ guide must continue to suffer. If 

■ he does not enjoy it, so much the worse for bim.-We do. 
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In this pUvee I vioun a cli-sptv’r coiiccniing 

lose necessary nuisances European giiidci. Many a man 
as wished in his heart he could do without his Ihu 

nowing he could not, lias wished he could get souiw .uuu>s.' 
lent out of him as a renumeration for the milieiica oi his 
Qciety. We accomplished iius latter ui.itler, .aii! it our ee- 
lerience can be made usciui to others lhe> ate ’.lel-om. 


0 it. 

Guides know about enough English to tangle 


c'-ervinui.r 


jp so that a man con make neither head nor tail ot it-. 
They know their story by heart — the hi .'.ory of cscry 
statue, painting, cathedral, or other wonder they show voii. 
They know it and tell it ;ts a parrot v.oulu — and it you 
interrupt, and throw them o:I the track, they ii,,Ne lv> go 
back and begin over again. Ail their lives long, liiey ate 
employed in showing str.ange things to foreigners and hs- 
tenihg to their bursts of admiration. It is human imtuic to 
take delight in e.vciling admiration. It i;> what pionip's chih 
dren to say “.smart” things, .md do a.b. urd cmvi, ..nd in 
other ways “show off’ when company is pre ent. U i> what 
makes gossips luin out in rain and storm to go .'md be th.e 
first to tell a startling bit of news. Think, tiicn, v.is..t .a p.-.s- 
sion it becomes with a guide, who.e privik\:e if U, every 
day, to .show to strangers wonders tiiat throw iliem into 
perfect ccsta.sies of admiration! He gets so llais lie could 
not by any possibility live in a soberer atino .plierc. .-Mier 
we discovered this, wc lU'Vi-r went iuio cc-tasie;; ;my inoic 
—we never admired anything — we never sb.ov.ed .mV but 
imptessiblc faces and stupid indiuerence in the pre euee v't 
the sublimcst wonders a. guide had to di^pk.y. We h;.d 
found their weak point, Wc have made gc-^id t;-:e of it ever 
.since. Wc have made some of tho;.c people savag.e, at times, 
but wc have never lost our own serenity. 

I he doctor asks the questions, generally, iwcati-.c lie can 
keep his countenance, and look more like an inspired idiot, 
and llixow more imbecility into the tone of iiis voice ih-or 
, any man that lives. It come.-, natural to him. 

_ The guides in Genoa arc delighted to .sccuie an Amer- 
ican party, bcc.ausc Americans .so much wonder, and deal 
so much in sentiment and emotion before .my relic of Co- 
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lumbus. .Our guide there fidgeted about as. if he bad swal- 
lowed a sprlng mattress.-He was full of aniination — full of 
impatience. He said: . 

“Come wis me, genteelmen! — come! I show you zs. let- 
ter writing by Charistopher Colombo! — write it himself! — 
write it wis his own hand! — cornel” 

He took .us to the municipal palace. After much impres- 
sive fumbling of keys and opening of locks, the stained and 
. aged document was spread before us. The guide’s eyes' 
sparkled. He danced about us and tapped the parchment 
with his finger; ' 

“What I tell you, genteelmen! Is it not so? See! hand- 
. writing Christopher Colombo! — write it himself!” 

We looked indifferent — unconcerned. The doctor ex- 
amined the document very deliberately, during a painful 
pause. Then he said, without any show of interest: 

... “Ah — ^Ferguson — what — ^what did you say was the. 
name of the party who wrote this?” 

“Christopher Colombo! ze great Christopher Colombol” 

Another deliberate examination, 

! “Ah — did he write it himself, or — or how?” 

..,3 “He write it hiraselfl — Christopher Colombo! he’s own' 
■-•’ic writing, write by himself I” _ 

Then the doctor laid the document down and said; 

“Why, 1 have seen boys in America only fourteen years 
old that could write better than that.” 

“But zis is ze great Christo — 

“I don’t care who it isl It’s the worst writing I ever saw. 
Now you mustn’t think you can impose on us because 
,we are strangers. We are not fools, by a good deal. If you 
have got’ any specimens of penmanship of real merit, trot 
■ them out!: — and if you haven’t, drive on!” 

We drove on. The guide was considerably shaken up, but 
he made one more venture. He had something which he 
thought would overcome us. He said; 

“Ah, genteelmen, you come wis me! I show you beauti- 
ful, oh, magnificent bust Christopher Colombo! — splendid, 
grand, magnificent!” ' . 

He brought us before the beautiful, bust — for it war 
. ‘.beautiful — and sprang back and struck an attitude; v 
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nuity on us, but it was a failure; we never showed an; 
interest in anything. He had reserved what he considere( 
to be. his^ greatest wonder till the last — a royal Egyptiai 
mummy, the best-preserved in the world, perhaps. He tool 
us there; He felt so sure, this time, that some of his oli 
enthusiasm came back to him: 

"See, genteelmen! — Mummyl Mummy!” 

The eyeglass came up as calmly, as deliberately as .evei 

“Ah — Ferguson — what did I understand you to say th 
gentleman’s name was?” . _ 

“Name? — he got no name! — Mummy! — ’Gyptia; 
mummyl” 

“Yes, yes. Bom here?” 

“No! 'Gyptian mummy!” 

“Ah, just so. Frenchman, I^presume?” 

“No! — not Frenchman, not Roman! — bom in Egypta! 

“Born in Egypta. Never heard of Egypta before.. Foreig 
locality, likely. Mummy — mummy. How calm he is — ^ho\ 
self-possessed. Is, ah — is he dead?” 

“Oh, sacr4 bleu, been dead three thousan’’ year!” 

The doctor turned on him savagely: 

“Here, now, what do you mean by such conduct as this 
Playing us for Chinamen because we are strangers and trj 
ing to learn! Trying to impose your vile second-hand cai 
Casses on usi — thunder and lightning. I've a notion to- 
to — if you’ve got a nice fresh corpse, fetch him out! — O) 
by George, we’ll brain you!” 

We make it exceedingly interesting for this Frenchmar 
However, he has paid us back, partly, without knowing ii 
He came to the hotel this morning to ask if we were u{ 
and he endeavored as well as he could to describe us, s 
that the landlord would know which persons he meant. H 
finished with the casual remark that we were lunatics.. Th 
observation was so innocent and so honest that it amounts 
to a very good thing for a guide to say. 

• There'is one remark (already mentioned) which neve 
yet, has failed to disgust these guides. We use it always 
when we can think of nothing else- to say. After they havi 
exhausted their enthusiasm pointing out to us and praisini 
the beauties of some ancient bronze image or broken 
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lagged statue, we look, at it stupidly and in silence for five, 

ten, fifteen minutes — as long as we can hold out, in fact ^ 

and then ask: . 1. 

“Is— is he dead?” 

That conquers:> the serenest of them.- It is not what they 
are looking for — especially a new guide. Our Roman 
Ferguson is the most patient, unsuspecting,- long-suffering 
subject we have had yet We shall be sorry to part with 
him. We have enjoyed his society .very much. We trust he 
has enjoyed ours, but we are harassed with doubts, y 
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The Greek Chapel is the most roomy, the richest and the 
showiest chapel in the Church of the Holy Sepulchre. Its 
dtar, like that of all the Greek churches, is a lofty screen 
'that extends clear across the chapel, and is gorgeous with 
gilding and pictures. The numerous lamps that hang before 
it are of gold and silver, and cost great sums. 

But the feature of the place is a short column that rises 
from the middle of the marble pavement of the chapel, 
and marks” the exact center oj the earth. The most reliable 
traditions tell us that this was known to be the earth’s 
center, ages ago, and that when Christ was upon earth He 
set all doubts upon the subject at rest forever, by stating 
with His own lips that the tradition was correct. Remember 
He said that that particular column stood upon the center 
of the world. If the center of the world changes, the col- 
umn changes its position accordingly. This column has 
'moved three different times, of its own accord. This is be- 
cause, in great convulsions of nature, at three different 
times, masses of the earth— whole ranges of mouafafc-N 
probably — have flown off into space, thus lessening tti ■■d- 
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aiiieter of the earth, and changing the- exact locality of its 
center by a point or two. This is a very' curious' and inter- 
esting circumstance, and is a withering, rebuke to those phi- 
losophers, who would make us .'.believe that it is not pos- 
sible for any portion of the earth .to fly off into space. 

To satisfy'himself that this spot W£^ really the center of 
the earth, a skeptic once paid v/eli for the privilege of 
ascending to the dome of the church to see if the sun gave 
him a shadow at noon. JHe came down perfectly convinced, 
'.The day was very cloudy and the sun threw no shadows 
at all; but the man was satisfied that if the sun bad come 
out and made shadows it could not have made any for him. 
Proofs like these are not to be set aside by the idle tongues 
of cavilers. To such as are not bigotedj and are ^Villing to 
be convinced, they carry a conviction that nothing can. 
ever shake. 
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jd relation. True, a distant one, but still a relation. Tlie 
rring instinct of nature thrilled its recognition. The 
ntain of my filial affection was stirred to its profound- 
depths, and I gave way to tumultuous emotion. I leaned 
m a pillar and burst into tears. I deem it no shame (o 
/e wept over the grave of my poor dead relative. I.et 
1 who would sneer at my emotion close this volume here. 

/ he will find little to his taste in my journeyiugs throu;'.h 
jy Land. Noble old man-^he did not live to see mo - he 
; not live to see his child. And I — I — alas, I did lu't too 
see him. Weighed down by sorrow and disappoiutmee., 
died before I was born — six thousand brief sitee. -.'e ' 
fore I was bom. But let us try to bear it with te.-. 

:t us trust that he is better off where he is. 1 e: ' ' 

mfort in the thought that his loss is our etere ■’ ' 
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au^ter'and heaess. Paul Hoch, -young neighbor, suitor for 
Jretchenis hand— ostensibly*. he rcaUy wants the manure, 
loch has -a fiood many cartloads of the Black Forest cur- 
ency himself,, and therefore is a good catch; but he is 
ordid, mean, and without sentiment, whereas Gretchen is , 
ill sentiment and pokry. Hans Schmidt, young neighbor, 
uU of sentiment, full of poetry, loves Gretchen, Gretchen 
oves lum. But he has no manure. Old Huss forbids him , 
he house. His heart breaks, he goes away to die in the 
■voods, far from the cruel world — for he says', bitterly, 
‘What is man, without manure?” 

pnterval of six months.] 

Paul Hoch comes to old Huss and says, “I am at last as 
rich as you required — come and view the pile.” Old Huss • 
views it and says, “It is sufficient — take her and be happy” . 
— meaning Gretchen. 

[Interval of two weeks.] 

. Wedding party assembled in old Huss’ drawing-room.' 
Hoch placid and content, Gretchen weeping over her hard , 
fate. Enter old Huss’ head bookkeeper. Huss says fiercely, 

“I gave you three weeks to find out why your books don't 
balance, and to prove that you are not a defaulter; the time 
•is up — find me the missing property or you go to prison as 
a thief.” Bookkeeper; “I have found it.” “Where?” Book- 
keeper (sternly — tragically): “In the bridegroom’s pile! 
— behold the thief — see him blench and tremblel” [Sensa- . 
tion.] Paul Hoch: “Lost, lost!” — ^falls over the cow in a 
swoon, and is handcuffed. Gretchen;, “Saved!” Falls over ■ 
the calf in a swoon of joy, but is caught in the arms of 
Hans Schmidt, who springs in at that moment Old Huss; 
“What, you here, varlet? unhand the maid and quit the 
place.” Hans (still supporting the insensible girl) : “Never! 
.Qruel old man, know that I come with claims which even' 
you cannot despise.” 

Huss: “What,. you.!' name th*cm.” 


Hans: “Then listen. The world had forsaken me, I for-, 
sook the world, I wandered in- the solitude of the forest, 
longing for. death but finding none. I fed upon roots, and 
in ray bitterness I dug for; the bitterest, loathing the sweeter 
kind. Digging, three days agone, I struck a manure miriel— ' 
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a Golconda, a limitless Bonanza, of solid manure! I can biiv 
.you all, and have mountain ranges of manure left^^ H i ii,. 
now thou smilest a smile!’* [Immense sensation.] E.xhibiti i 
of specimens from the mine. Old Huss (enthusiastically) 
Wake her up, shake her up, noble young man, she is 
yours!” Wedding takes place on the spot; bookkeeper re- 
stored to his office and emoluments; Paul Hoch led off to 
jail. The Bonanza king of the Black Forest lives to a good 
old age, blessed with the love of his wife and of his twenty- 
seven children, and the still sweeter envy of everybody 
around. ^ 

We took our noon meal of fried trout one day at the 
Plow Inn, in a very pretty village (Ottenhbfen), and then 
went into the public room to rest and smoke. There we 
found nine or ten Black Forest grandees assembled around 
a table. They were the Common Council of the parish. 
They had gathered there at eight o’clock that morning to 
elect a new member, and they had now been drinking beer 
four hours at the new member’s expense d hey were men 
of fifty or sixty years of age, with grave good-natured faces, 
and were all dressed in the costume made familiar to us 
by the Black Forest stories: broad, round-topped black felt 
hats with the brims curled up all around: long red waist- 
coats with large metal buttons, black ;ilpaca coats with the 
waists up between the shoulders 1 here were no speeches, 
there was but little talk, there were no Irnolities; the Coun- 
cil filled themselves gradualK. sic.uliK, but surely, with ' 
beer, and conducted themsebe- wuh sedate decorum, as 
became men of position, men ot influence, men of manure. 

We had a hot afternoon tramp up the valley, alona.tie 


grassy bank of a rushing stre.mi ot cie.ir water, past farm- 
houses, water-mills, and no ciiii ot w.i\side crucifoes acd 
saints and Virgins. These chk f xcs etc., are set up 3 
memory of departed friends. b\ '- ''.ixors, and are ito'.-r - 
as frequent as telegraph poles n other lands. ' 

We followed the carriage .’■o. o’ md had our usual 
we traveled under a beating si"' uul always saw !.‘e • 
leave the shady places before we could get to i' , ■"’t,' 
our wanderings we .seldom m m.igcd to sm”' 
road at its time for being s.h.i.w We had a 
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tiinc.^EU on that particular afternoon, and with no comfort 
but whit we could, get out of the fact that the peasants at 
work away up bn the steep mountain sides above our heads 
were even -worse off than \ve were. By and by it becaine im- 
possible to-endure the intolerable glare and heat any longer; 
so we struck across the ravine and entered the deep cool 
twilight of the forest, to hunt for what the guide-book 
called the “old road.” 

We found ap old road, and it proved eventually to be 
the right one, though "we followed it at the time with the 
conviction, that it was the wrong one. If it was the wrong 
one there could be no use in hurrying, therefore we did 
not hurry, but sat down frequently on the soft moss and 
enjoyed the restful quiet and shade of the forest solitudes. 
There had been distractions in the carriage road — school 
children, peasants, wagons, troops of pedestrianizing stu- 
dents from all over Germany — but we had the old road all 
to ourselves. 

Now and then, white we rested, we watched the laborious 
ant at his work. I found nothing new in hime— certainly 
nothing to change my opinion of him. It seems to me that ■ 
in the matter of intellect the ant must be a strangely over- 
rated bird. During many summers, now, I have \yatched 
him, when I ought to have been in better business, and I 
have not yet come across a living ant that seemed to have 
any more sense than a dead one. I refer to the ordinary 
ant,' of course; I have had no experience of tho.se wonderful 
Swiss and African ones which vote, keep drilled armies, 
hold slaves, and dispute about religion. Those particular 
ants may. be all that the naturalist paints them,' but I am 
persuaded that the average ant is a sham. I admit his indus- 
try, of course; he is the hardest working creature in the 
world — ^when anybody is looking — but his Icather-headed- 
ness is the point 1 make against him. He goes out foraging, 
he makes a capture, and then what does he do? Go homo? 
No-^hc goes anywhere but home. He doesn’t know where 
home is. His home may be only tliree feet away — no mat-- 
ter, he can’t find it. He makes his capture, as I have said; ■ 
it is generally something which can be of no sort of me to 
himself or anybody eige; it is usually seven times bigger 
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than it ought to be; he hunts out the awkwardeic place to 
take hold of it; he lifts it bodily up in the air by- main force, 
and starts; not toward home,.but in the opposite direction; 
not calmly and wisely, but with a frantic. -haste which is 
wasteful of his strength; he fetches up against a pebble, and 
instead of going around it, he climbs over it backvmrds 
dragging his booty after him, tumbles dow-n on the other 
side, jumps up in a passion, kicks the dust off his clothes,.- 
moistens his hands, grabs his property viciously, yanks it 
this way, then that, shoves it ahead of him a moment, turns 
tail and lugs it after him another moment, gets madder 
and madder, then presently hoists it into the air and goes” ' 
tearing away in an entirety new direction; comes to a w'eed; 
it never occurs to him to go around it; no, he must climb 
it; and he does .climb it, dragging his worthless property to 
the top — which is as bright a thing to do as it would be 
for me to carry a sack of flour from Heidelberg to Paris 
by way of Strasburg steeple; when he gets up there he finds 
that that is not the place; takes a cursory glance at the 
scenery and either climbs down again or tumbles down,' 
and starts off once more — as usual, in a nev\' direction. At 
the end of half an hour, he fetches up uithm six inches of 
the place he started from and lays ho burden down; mean- • 
time he has been over all the ground (or tuo yards around, 
and climbed all the weeds and pt-bbh s he came across. Now 
he wipes the sweat from hi^ hrov , Mrokes his limbs, arid. - 
then marches aimlessly ofi, in as \ioiciit a hurry as ever. 
He traverses a good deal o( vy /■ r country, and by and by 
stumbles on his same hool> aiMui lie cioe.s not remember 
to have ever seen it befoic; I c lo"Ks around to see which is 
not the way home, giahs l o bundle and starts; he goes 
through the same adveniuu's be h..d before; finally stops to - 
rest, and a friend conu-s nloin' t-vidently the friend fe-. 
marks that a last year's t’r;o -.hopper leg is a very noble ae-. 
quisition, and inquires vlu ie he got it. Evidently the ?•'— 
prietor does not remember exactly w'here he did it. re- 
thinks he got it “around here somewhere.” Evieet:^y,““ 
friend contracts to help him freight it home. 
judgment peculiarly antic (pun not intenlio'* ’' ' “ 
hold of opposite ends of that grasshopper' 
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tug with all their might in opposite directions. Presently 
they take a rest and confer together. They decide that 
something is wrong, they can’t make out what. Then they 
go at it again, just as before. Same result. Mutual recrim- 
inations follow. Evidently each accuses the other of being 
an obstructionist. They warm up, and the dispute ends in a 
fight. They lock themselves together, and chew each other’s 
jaws for a while; then they roll and tumble on the ground 
till one loses a horn or a leg and has to haul off for repairs. 
They make up and go to work again in the same old insane 
way, but the crippled ant is at a disadvantage; tug as he 
may, the other one drags off the booty and him at the end 
of it. Instead of giving up, be hangs on, and gets his shins 
bruised against every obstruction that comes in the way".' 
By and by, when that grasshopper leg has been dragged all 
over the same old ground once more, it is finally dumped 
at about the spot where it originally lay, the two perspiring 
xmts inspect it thoughtfully and decide that dried grass- 
yhopper legs are a poor sort of property after all, and then 
■•'h starts ofl in a different direction to see if he can’t find 
an old nail or something else that is heavy enough to afford 
entertainment and at the same time valueless enough to 
make an ant want to own it. 

, There in the Black Forest, on the mountain side, I saw 
an ant go through with such a performance as this with a 
dead spider of fully ten times his own weight. The spider 
vyas not quite dead, but too far gone to resist. He had a 
round body the size of a pea. The little ant — observing 
that I was noticing — turned him on his back, sunk his fangs 
into his throat, lifted him into the air and started vigorously' 
off with him, stumbling over little pebbles, stepping on the 
spider’s legs and tripping himself up, dragging him back- 
wards, shoving him bodily ahead, dragging him up stones 
si.K inches high instead of going around them, climbing 
weeds twenty times his own height and jumping from their 
summits — and finally leaving him in the middle of the road ' 
to, be confiscated by any other fool of an ant that wanted 
him. I measured the ground which^this ass traversed, and 
^ved at the conclusion that what he had accomplished 
inside of twenty minutes would constitute some such job 
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as this relatively speaking — for a man; to wit; to strap 
two eight-hundred-pound horses together, carry them eight- 
een hu^ed feet, mainly over (not around) boulders aver- 
aging six feet high, and in the course of the journey climb 
up and jump from the top of one precipice like Niagara, . 
and three steeples, each a hundred and twenty feet high; 
and then put the horses down, in an exposed place, with- 
out .anybody to watch them, and go off to indulge in some 
other idiotic miracle for vanity’s sake. 

Science has recently discovered that the ant does not lay- 
up anything for winter use. This will knock him out of 
literature, to some extent. He does not work, except when 
people are looking, and only then when the observer has a 
green, naturalistic look, and seems to be taking notes. This 
amounts to deception, and will injure him for the Sunday- 
schools. He has not judgment enough to know what is good 
to eat from what isn’t. This amounts to ignorance, and will 
impair the world’s respect for him. He cannot stroli aroimd " 
a stump and find his way home again. This amounts to 
idiocy, and once the damaging fact is established, thought- ' 
ful people will cease to look up to him, the sentimental 
will cease to fondle him. His vaunted industry is but. a 
vanity and of no effect, 'since he never gets home with any-' 
thing he starts with. This disposes of the last remnant of 
his reputation and wholly destroys bis main usefulness as a 
moral agent, since it will make the sluggard hesitate to 
go to him any more. It is strange, beyond comprehension, 
that so manifest a humbug as the ant has been able to fool 
so many nations and keep it up so many ages without being, 
found out. 

The ant is strong, but we saw another strong thing, where 
we had not suspected the presence of much muscular power 
before. A toadstool — that vegetable which springs to full 
growth in a single night — had tom loose and lifted a matted 
mass of pine needles and dirt of twice its own bulk into the , ^ 
air, and supported it there, like a column supporting a shed. 
Ten thousand toadstools, with the right purchase, could lift 
a man, I suppose. But what good would it. do? / 
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Much as the modern French duel is ridiculed by certain 
smart people, it is in reality one of the most dangerous 
institutions of our day. Since it is always fought in the open- 
air the combatants are nearly sure to catch cold. M. Paul 
de Cassagnac, the most inveterate of the French duelists, 
ha$. suffered so often in this vtdy that he is at last a. con- 
firmed invalid; and the best physician in Paris has ex- 
pressed the opinion that if he goes on dueling for fifteen or 
twenty years more — unless he forms the habit of fighting, 
in a comfortable room where damps and drafts cannot in- 
trude — he will eventually endanger bis life. This ought to 
moderate the talk of those people who are so stubborn in 
maintaining that the French duel is the. most health-giving 
of recreations because of the open-air exercise it affords. 
And it ought also to moderate that foolish talk about 
French duelists and socialist-hated monarchs being the only 
people who are immortal. 

But it is time to get at my subject. As soon as I heard of 
the late fiery outbreak between M. Gambetta and M. Four- 
toii in the French Assembly, I knew that trouble must fol- 
low. I knew it because a long personal friendship with M. 
i Gambetta had revealed to me the desperate and implacable 
/nature of the man. Vast as are bis physical proportions, I 
knew that the thirst for revenge would penetrate to the 
remotest frontiers of his person. 

I did not wait for him to call on me, but went at once to 
• him. As I had expected, 1 found the brave fellow steeped 
in a profound French calm. I say French calm, because 
French calmness and English calmness have points of dif- 
ference. He was moving swiftly back and forth among the 
debris of his furniture, now and then staving chance frag- 

From d Tramp Abroad. 
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menls of it across the room with his foot; finding a con- 
stant grist of curses through his set teeth; and halting every 
little while to deposit another handful of his hair on the 
pile which he had been building of it on -the fabler 

He threw his arms around my neck, bent me over his 
stomach to his breast, Itissed me on both cheeks, hugged 
me four or flve times, and then placed me in his own arm- 
chair. As soon as 1 had got well again, we began business 
at once. 

I said I supposed he would wish me to act as his second, 
and he said, ‘‘Of course.” I said I must be allowed to act 
under a French name, so that I might be shielded from 
obloquy in my country, in case of fatal results. He winced 
here, probably at the suggestion that dueling was not re- 
garded with respect in America. However, be agreed to ray 
requirement. This accounts for the fact that in all the 
new'spaper reports hf. Gambetta’s second was apparently a 
Frenchman. 

First, we drew up my principal’s will. I insisted upon this, 
and stuck to -my point. I said I had never heard of a man in 
his right mind going out to fight a duel without first mak- 
ing his will. He said he had never heard of a man in his 
right mind doing anything of the kind. When he had fin- 
ished tire will, he washed to proceed to a choice of his “last 
words.” He wanted to know how the following words, as a 
dying exclamation, struck me: 

“I die for my God, for my country, for freedom of 
speech, for progress, and the universal brotherhood of 
man!” 

I objected that this would require too lingering a death; 
it was a good speech for a consumptive, but" not suited to . 
the exigencies of the field of honor. We wrangled over a • 
good many ante-mortem outbursts, but I finally got him to • 
cut his obituary down to this, which he copied into his 
memorandum book, purposing to get it by heart: 

“l DIE THAT FRANCE MAY LIVE.” 

I said that this remark seemed to lack relevancy; but he ' 
said relevancy was a matter of no consequence in last 
.words, what you wanted was thrill. 
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■ The next thing in order was the choice of weapons. My 
principal said he "was not feeling well, and would leave that 
and the other details of the proposed meeting to me. There- 
fore 1 wrote the following note and carried it to M. Four- 
ton’s friend: '■* 

“Sm; M. Gambetta accepts M. Fourtou’s chal- 
lenge, and authorizes me to propose Plessis-Piquet as 
the place of meeting; tomorrow morning at daybreak 
as the time; and axes as the weapons. 

“1 am, sir, with great respect, 

“Mark Twain.’’ 

M. Fourtou’s friend read this note, and shuddered. Then 
he turned to me, and said, with a suggestion of severity in 
his tone; 

“Have yon considered, sir, what would be the inevitable 
result of such a meeting as this?” ^ 

X “Well, for instance, what would it be?” 

“Bloodshed!” 

“That’s about the size of it,” I said. “Now| if it is a fair 
question, what was your side proposing to shed?” 

I had him there. He saw he had made a blunder, so he 
hastened to explain it away. He said he had spoken jest- 
ingly. Then he added that he and his principal would enjoy 
axes, and indeed prefer them, but such weapons were 
barred by the French code, and so I must change my pro- 
posal. 

I walked the floor, turning the thing over in my mind, 
and, finally it occurred to me that Gatling guns at fifteen 
paces would be a likely way to get a verdict on the field of 
.honor. So I framed this idea into a proposition. 

But it was not accepted. The code was in the way again. 

I proposed rifles; then double-barreled shotguns; then, 
Colt’s, navy revolvers. These being all rejected, I reflected 
awhile, and sarcastically suggested brickbats at three-quar- 
ters of a^mile. I, always hate to fool away a humorous 
thing on a person who has no perception of humor; and it 
filled me with bitterness when this man went soberly away 
to submit the last proposition to his principal. 
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He came back presently and said his principal was 
charmed with the idea of brickbats at three-quarters of a 
mile, but must decline on account of the danger to disin- 
terested parties passing between. Then I said: 

‘■VVell, I am at the end of my string, now. Perhaps you 
would be good enough to suggest a weapon? Perhaps you 
have even had one in your mind alt the time?” 

His countenance brightened, and he said with alacrity: 

“Oh, without doubt, monsieur!” 

So he fell to hunting in his pockets — pocket after pocket, 
and he had plenty of them — muttering all the while, “Now, 
what could I have done with them?” 

At last he was successful. He fished out of his vest pocket 
a couple of little things which I carried to the light and 
ascertained to be pistols. They were single-barreled and- 
silver-mounted, and very dainty and pretty. I was not able 
to speak for emotion. I silently hung one of them on my 
watch "chain, and returned the other. My companion in 
crime now unrolled a postage-stamp containing several 
cartridges, and gave me one of them. I asked if he meant 
to signify by this that our men were to be allowed but one 
shot apiece. He replied that the French code permitted no 
more. I then hegged him to go on and suggest a distance, 
for ray mind was growing weak and confused under the 
strain which had been put upon it. He named sixty-five 
yards. I nearly lost my patience. I said: 

“SLxt>'-five yards, with these instruments? Squirt-guns 
would be deadlier at fifty. Consider, my friend, you and I 
are banded together to destroy life, not make it eternal.” 

But with all my persuasions, all my arguments, I was 
only able to get him to reduce the distance to thirty-five 
yards; and even this concession he. made with reluctance, 
and said with a sigh, “I wash my hands of this slaughter; 
on your head b.e it.” 

There was nothing for me but to go home to my old 
lion-heart and tell my humiliating story. When I entered, 
M. Gambetta was laying his last lock of hair upon the 
altar. He sprang toward me, exclaiming: ^ 

“You have made the fatal arranopments— T see it ir 


eyel 
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“I have.”' 

■ His face 'paled a trifle, and he leaned upon the table for • 
support. He breathed thick and heavily for a- moment or 
two, so tumultuous were his feelings; then he , hoarsely 
whispered; 

‘The weapon, the weapon! Quick! what is the weapon?” 

“This!” and 1 displayed that silver-mounted thing. He 
cast but one glance at it, then swooned ponderously to the 
floor. 

■ When he came to, he said mournfully: 

“The unnatural calm to which I have subjected myself 
has told upon my nerves. But away with weakness! I will 
confront my fate like a man and a Frenchman.” 

' He rose to his feet, and assumed an attitude which for 
sublimity has never been approached by man, and has sel- 
. dom been surpassed by statues. Then he said, in his deep 
bass tones; 

“Behold, I am calm, I am ready; reveal to me the dis- 
tance.” 

“Thirty-five yards.” ... 

I could not lift him up, of course; but I rolled him over 
and poured water down his back. He presently came to, 
and said: 

"Thirty-five yards — without a rest? But why ask? Since 
murder was that man’s intention, why should he palter 
with small details? But mark you one thing: in my fall the 
world shall see how the chivalry of France meets death.” 

After a long silence he asked; 

“Was nothing said about that man’s family standing up 
with him, as an offset to my bulk? But no matter; I would 
not stoop to m^ke such a suggestion; if he is not noble 
enough to suggest it himself, he is welcome to this advan- 
tage, which no honorable man. would take.” 

He now sank into a sort of stupor of reflection", which 
lasted some minutes; after which he broke silence with; 

“The hour — what is the hour fixed for the collision?” 

“Dawn, tomorro\v.” 

He seemed greatly surprised, and immediately said; 
/'“Insanity! I never heard of such nothing. Nobody, is 
abroad at such an hour.”' 
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'"That is the reason I named it. Do you mean to say you ■ 
want an audience?” 

“It is no time to bandy words. I am astonished that M. 
Fortou should ever have agreed to so strange an innova- 
tion. Go at once and require a later hour.” 

I ran downstairs, threw open the front door, and almost 
plunged into the arms of M. Fourtou’s second. He said:- 

“I have the honor to say that my principal strenu- 
ously -objects to the hour chosen, and begs you will con- 
sent to change it to half past nine.” 

“Any courtesy, sir, which it is in, our power to extend 
is at the service. of your excellent principal. We agree to 
the proposed change of time.” 

“I beg you to accept the thanks of my client.” Then 
he turned to a person behind him, and said “You hear, 
M. Noir, the hour is altered to half past nine.” Where- 
upon M. Noir bowed, expressed his thanks, and went 
away. My accomplice continued; 

“If agreeable to you, your chief surgeons and ours 
shall proceed to the field in the same carriage, as is cus- 
tomary.” 

“It is entirely agreeable to me, and I am obliged to you 
for mentioning the surgeons, for I am afraid 1 should not 
have thought of them. How many shall 1 want? I suppose 
two or three will be enough?” 

“Two is the customary number for each party. I refer 
to ‘chief surgeons; but considering the exalted positions 
occupied by our clients, it will be well and decorous that 
each of us appoint several consulting surgeons, from 
among the highest in the profession. These will come in 
their own private carriages. Have you engaged a_ hearse?” 

“Bless my stupidity, I never thought of it! I will attend 
to it right away. I must seem very ignorant to you; but - 
you must 'try to overlook that, because I have never had 
any experience of such a swell duel as this before. I have 
had a good deal to do with duels on the Pacific coast, 
but I see now that they were crude affairs. A 
sho! we used to leave the elected lying around - 
let anybody cord them up and cart them c 
Have you anything further to suggest?” 
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- “Nothing, except that the head undertakers shall ride 
together,' as is usual. The subordinates and mutes will go 
on foot, as is also usual. I will see you at eight o’clock 
in the morning, and we will then arrange the order of the, 
procession. I have the honor to bid you a good day.” 

I returned to my client, who said, “Very well; at what 
hour is the engagement to begin?" . . 

“Half, past nine.” , ■ 

..“Very good indeed. Have you s,ent the fact to the 
newspapers?” 

“Sir! If after our long and intimate friendship you can 
for a moment deem me capable of so base a treachery — ’’ 

“Tut, tut! What words are these, my dear friend? Have 
I wounded you? Ah, forgive me; I am overloading you 
with labor. Therefore go on with the other details, and 
drop this one from your list. The bloody-minded Fourtou 
will be sure, to attend to it. Or I myself — yes, to make 
certain, I will drop a note to my journalistic friend, M. 
Noir— ” 

“Oh, come to think' of it, you may save yourself the 
trouble; that other second has informed M. Noir.” 

“H’m! I might have known it. It is just like that Four- 
tou, who always wants to make a display.”’ 

At half past nine- in the morning the procession ap- . 
proached the fiefd of Plessis-Piquet in the following 
order: first came our carriage — nobody in it but M. 
Gambetta and myself; then a carriage containing M. 
Fourtou and his second; then a carriage containing two' 
■poet-orators who did not believe in God, and the§e had. 
MS. funeral orations projecting from their breast pockets; 
then a carriage containing the head surgeons .and their 
cases of instruments: then eight private carriages contain- ■' 
ing consulting surgeons; then a hack containing a coro- 
ner; then the two hearses; then a carriage containing the 
head undertakers; then a train of assistants and mutes on 
foot; and after these came plodding through the fog a 
long procession of camp followers, police, and, citizens 
generally. It was a noble turnout, and would have made 
a fine display if we had had thinner weather. 

There was no conversation. I spoke several times to 
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my principal, but I judge he was not aware of it, for he 
always referred to his note-hook and muttered absently, “I 
die that France may live.” 

Arrived on the field, my fellow-second and I paced off 
the thirty-five yards, and then drew lots for choice of 
position. This latter was but an ornamental ceremony, for 
all the choices were alike in such weather. These pre- 
liminaries being ended, I went to my principal and asked 
him if he was ready. He spread himself out to his full 
width, and said in a stern voice, “Readyl Let the batteries 
be charged.” 

The loading was done in the presence of duly consti- 
tuted witnesses. We considered it best to perform . this 
delicate service with the assistance of a lantern, on ac- 
count of the state of the weather. We now placed our 
men. 

• At this point the police noticed that the public had 
massed themselves together on the right and left of the 
field; they therefore begged a delay, while they should 
put these poor people in a place of safety. 

The request was granted. ^ 

TEe police having ordered the two multitudes to take 
positions behind the duelists, we were once more ready. 
The weather growing still more opaque, it was agreed 
between myself and the other second that before giving 
the fatal signal we should each deliver a loud whoop to 
enable the combatants to ascertain each other’s where- 
abouts. 

I now returned to my principal, and was distressed to 
observe that he had lost a good deal of his spirit. I tried 
my best to hearten him. I said, “Indeed, sir, things are 
not as bad as they seem. Considering the character of the 
weapons, the limited number of shots allowed; the gen- 
erous distance, the impenetrable solidity of the fog, and 
the added fact that one of the combatants is one-eyed and 
the other cross-eyed and nearsighted, it seems to me. that 
this conflict need not necessarily be fatal. There are 
chances that both of you may survive. Therefor^e..-:^ eer 
up; do not be downhearted.” 

This speech had so good an effect th; 
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. .'immediately stretched forth his hand mid . said, “I am 
thyself \again; give me the weapon.” - 

I laid it, all lonely and forlorn, in. the center of the 

■ vast solitude of- his palm. He gazed at it and shuddered. 

And stUl mournfully contemplating it, he murmured, in 
a broken voice: . - 

“Alas, it is not death I dread, but mutilation.” 

I heartened him once more, and with such success that 
he presently said, “Let the tragedy begin. Stand at my 
back; do not desert me in this solemn hour, my friend.” 

I gave him ray promise. I now assisted him to point his 
pistol toward the spot where I judged his adversary to be 
standing, and cautioned him to listen well and further 
guide himself by my fellow-second’s whoop.,. Then I 
propped myself against M. Gambetta’s back, and raised 
a rousing “Whoop-ee!” This was answered from out the 
' far distances of the fog, and I immediately shouted: . • 

“One — two — three — firel" 

Two little sounds like spit! spit! broke upon my ear, 
and in the same instant I was crushed to the earth under 
a, mountain of flesh. Bruised .as I was, 1 was stiU able to 
- catch , a faint accent from above, to this effect: 

.‘.T die for ... for .. . perdition take it, what is it I die 
for? ... oh, yes — F ran’ce! I die that France may live!” 
. The surgeons swarmed around with their probes ' in 
their hands, and applied their microscopes to the whole 
area of M. Gambetta’s person, with the happy result of 
finding nothing in the nature of a wound. Then a scene 
ensued which was in every way gratifying and inspiriting. 

The two gladiators fell upon each other’s necla, \vitfa 
floods of proud and happy tears; that other second em- 
braced me; the surgeons, the orators, the undertakers, 

■ the police, everybody embraced, everybody congratu- 
lated, everybody cried, and the whole atmosphere was 
filled with praise and with joy unspeakable. 

It seemed to me then that I would rather be a hero of 
a French duel than a crowned and sceptered monarch. 

When the commotion had somewhat subsided, the body 
of surgeons held a consultation, and after a good deal of 
debate decided that with proper care and nursing there 
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was reason to believe that I would survive my injuries.' 
My internal hurts were deemed the most serious, since 
it was apparent that a broken rib had penetrated my left 
lung, and that many of my organs had been pressed out 
so far to one side or the other of where they belonged, 
that it was doubtful if they would ever learn to perform 
their functions in such remote and unaccustomed locali- 
ties. They then set my left arm in two places, pulled my 
right hip into its socket again, and re-elevated my nose. I 
was an object of great interest, and even admiration; and 
many sincere and warm-hearted persons had themselves 
introduced to me, and said they were proud to know the . 
only man who had been hurt in a French duel in forty 
years. 

I was placed in an ambulance at the very head of the ; 
procession: and thus with gratifying eclat I was marched ; 
into Paris, the most conspicuous figure in that great spec- 
tacle, and deposited at the hospital. 

The cross of the Legion of Honor has been conferred 
upon me. However, few escape that distinction. 

Such is the true version of the most memorable private 
conflict of the age. 

I have no complaints to make against anyone. I acted 
for myself, and I can stand the consequences. 

Without boasting, I think I may say I am not afraid to 
stand before a modem French duelist, but as long as I 
keep in my right mind I will never consent to stand be- 
hind one again. 
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Boyhood Recollections 

The farmhouse [of his uncle, John A. Quarles, four miles 
from . Florida, Missouri] stood ' in the middle of a very 
large yard, and the yard was fenced on three sides with 
rails and on the rear side with high palings; against these 
stood the smoke-house; beyond the palings was .the 
orchard; beyond the orchard were the Negro quarters - 
and the tobacco fields. The front yard was entered’ over 
a stile made of sawed-off logs of graduated heights; I do 
not remember any gate. In a corner of. the front yard 
were a dozen lofty hickory trees and a dozen black wal- 
nuts, and in the nutting season riches were to be gathered 
there. 

Down a piece, abreast the house, stood a little log 
cabin against the rail fence; and there the woody hill fell 
sharply away, past the barns, the corn-crib, the stables, 
and the tobacco-curing house, to a limpid brook which 
sang along over its gravelly bed and curved and frisked 
in and out and here and there and yonder in the deep 
shade of overhanging foliage and vines — a divine place' 
for wading; and it had swimming pools, too, which were 
forbidden to -us and therefore much frequented by us. 
For we were little Christian children and had early been 
taught the value of forbidden fruit. 

In the little log cabin lived a bedridden white-headed 
slave woman whom we visited daily and looked upon 

From Mark Ttuain's Autobiography, Copyright, 1924, 1952, by 
Clara Clemens Sainossoud. ' ■ • 
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:h awe, for we believed she was upward of a thousand 
u:s old and had talked with Moses, The younger Ne- 
)es credited these statistics and had furnished them to 
in good faith. We accommodated all the details which 
ne to us about her; and so we believed that she had 
t her health in the long desert trip coming out ,of 
ypt, and had never been able to get it back again. She 
1 a round bald place on the crown of her head, and we 
:d to creep around and gaze at it in reverent silence, 
i reflect that it was caused by fright through seeing 
araoh drowned. We called her “Aunt” Hannah, South- 
1 fashion. She was superstitious, like the other Negroes; 
0 ,' like them, she was deeply religious. Like them, she 
d great faith in prayer and employed it in all ordinary 
gencies, but not in cases where a dead certainty of 
ult was urgent. Whenever witches were around she 
d up the remnant of her wool in little tufts, with white 
ead, and this promptly made the witches impotent. 

All the Negroes were friends of ours, and with those 
our own age we were in effect comrades. 1 say in 
ect, using the phrase as a modification. We were com- 
ics, and yet not comrades; color and condition inter- 
sed a subtle line which both parties were conscious of 
d which rendered complete fusion impossible. We had' 
faithful and affectionate good friend, ally, and adviser 
“Uncle Dan’l,” a middle-aged slave whose head was 
i best one in the Negro quarter, whose sympathies were 
de and warm, and whose heart was honest and simple 
d knew no guile. He has served me well these many, 
my years. I have not seen him for more than half i? 
ntury, and yet spiritually I have had his welcome coni- 
ny a good part of that time, and have staged himj^ 
oks under his own name and as “Jim,” and carted bi^ 
around — to Hannibal, down the Mississippi on a rs^'-- 
d even across the Desert of Sahara in a baJlooo^-^- 
; has endured it all with the patience and /rie”4rr‘~ 
d loyalty -which were his birthright. It was ■ 
at I got my strong liking for his race and 
)n of certain of its fine qualities. This 
timate have stood the test of sixty yeai 
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lave suffered no impairment. The- black, face is as wel--. 
:ome'to..me now. as it was then. 

In my schoolboy days 1 had no aversion to slavery. I , 
was not aware that there -was anything wrong about it. 
No one mraigned it in my hearing; the local papers said 
nothing against it; the local pulpit taught us that God 
approved .it, that it was a holy thing, and that the doubter 
need only look in the Bible if he wished to settle his 
mind— and then the texts were read aloud to us to make 
the matter sure; if the slaves themselves had an aversion 
to slavery, they were wise and said nothing. In Hannibal 
we seldom saw a slave misused; on the farm, never. . 

- There was, hov/ever, one' small incident of my boyhood 
days which touched this matter, and it must have meant 
a' good deal to me or it would not have stayed in my 
memory, clear and sharp, vivid and shadowless, all these' 
slow-drifting years. We had a little slave boy whom we 
had hired from someone, there in Hannibal. He was from 
the eastern shore of Maryland, and had been brought 
away from his family and Ws friends, halfway across the . 
American contineiit, and sold. He was a cheery spirit, 
innocent and gentle, and the noisiest creature ■ that ever 
was, perhaps. All day long he was singing, whistling, yell- 
ing, whooping, laugWng — it was maddening, devastating, 
unendurable. At last, one day, I lost my temper, and went 
raging to my mother and said Sandy had been singing for 
an hour without a single break, and I couldn’t stand it, 
and wouldn't she please shut him up. The tears came into . 


her eyes and her lip trembled, and she said 
like this: 


something 


“Poor thing, when he sings it shows that he is not re 
membering, and that comforts me; but when he is still . 


am. afraid he is thinldng, and I cannot bear it. He wi. 
never see his mother again; if he can sing, I must n.j^ 
hinder it, but be thankful for it. If you were older, yo 
.vould understand me; then that friendless child’s' noiv. :'t 
ivould make you glad.’’ , ' 

It. was a simple speech and made up of small wore 
3Ut it went home, and Sandy’s noise was not a troub 
o me any more. She never used large words, but she b 
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a natural gift for making small ones do effective work. 
She lived to reach the neighborhood of ninety , years .and 
was capable uith her tongue to the last — especially when 
a meanness or an injustice roused her spirit. She has 
come handy to me several times in my books, where she 
figures as Tom Sawder’s Aunt Polly. I fitted her out with 
a dialect and tried to tliink up other improvements for ' 
her, but did not find any. I used Sandy once, also; it was 
in Tom Sawyer. I tried to get him to w'hitewash the fence^ 
but it did not work. I' do not remember what name I 
called him bj in the book. 

I can see the farm yet, with perfect clearness. I can see 
all its belongings, all its details; the family room of the 
house, with a “trundle” bed in one corner and a spinning- 
wheel in another — a w'heel whose rising and falling wail, 
heard from a distance, w'as the mournfulest of all sounds 
to me, and made me homesick and low spirited, and 
filled my atmosphere with the wandering spirits of the 
dead; the vast fireplace, piled high, on winter nights, with 
flaming hickory logs from whose ends a sugary sap bub- 
bled out, but did not go to waste, for w'e scraped it off 
and ate it; the lazy cat spread out on the rough hearth- 
stones; the drowsy dogs braced against the jambs and 
blinking; my aunt in one chimney corner, knitting; my 
uncle in the other, smoking his corn-cob pipe; the slick 
and carpetless oak floor faintly mirroring the dancing 
flame tongues and freckled with black indentations where 
fire coals had popped out and died a leisurely death; half 
a dozen children romping in the background Uvilight; 
“splif’-bottomed chairs here and there, some with rock- 
ers; a cradle — out of service, but waiting, -with confi- 
dence; in the early cold mornings a snuggle of children, 
in shirts and chemises, occupying the hearthstone and 
procrastinating — they could not bear to leave that com- • 
fortable place and go out on the wind-swept floor , space 
between the house and kitchen where- the seneral tin 
basin stood, and wash. 

Along outside of the front fence ran the 
dusty in the summertime, and a good.plac 
they liked to lie in it and sun themselves; v 
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rattlesnakes or puff adders, we killed them; when they 
were black snakes, or racers, of belonged to the fabled 
“hoop” breed, we fled, without shame; when they were 
“house snakes,” or “garters,” we carried them home and 
■ put them in Aunt Patsy’s work basket for a surprise; for 
she was prejudiced against snakes, and always when she 
took the basket .in her lap and they began to climb out of 
it it disordered her mind. She never could seem to get 
used to them; her opportunities went for nothing. And 
she was always cold toward bats, too, and could not bear 
them; and yet I think a bat is as friendly a bird as there 
is. My mother was Aunt Patsy’s sister and had the same 
wild superstitions. A bat is beautifully soft and silky; I 
do not 'know any creature that is pleasanter to the touch 
or is more grateful for caressings, if offered in the right 
spirit. I know all about these coleoptera, because our 
great cave, three miles below Hannibal, was multitudi- 
nously stocked with them, and often I brought them home 
to amuse my' mother with. It was easy to manage if it was 
a school day, because then I had ostensibly been to school 
and hadn’t any bats. She was not a suspicious person, but 
full of trust and confidence; and when I said, “There’s 
something in my coat pocket for you,” she would put her 
hand in. But she always took it out again, herself; I, 
. didn’t have to tell her. It was remarkable, the way she 
couldn’t learn to like private bats. The more experience 
; she had, the more she could not change her views. 

I think she was never in the cave in her life; but ev- 
erybody else went there. Many excursion parties came 
from considerable distances up and down the river to 
visit the cave. It was miles in extent and was a. tangled 
.wilderness of narrow and lofty clefts and passages. It- was 
an easy place to get lost in; anybody could do. it — includ- 
ing the bats. I got lost in it myself, along with a lady, 
and our last candle burned down to almost nothing be- 
fore we glimpsed the search party’s lights winding about 
in the distance. 

‘Injun Joe,” the half-breed, got lost in there once, 
and would have starved to death if the bats had run short. 
But there was no chance of that; there were myriads of 
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them. He told me all his story. In the book called Tom 
Sawyer I starved him entirely to death in the cavei but 
that was in the interest of art; it never happened. “Gen- 
eral” Gaines, who was our first town drunkard before 
Jimmy Finn got the place, was lost in there for the space 
of a week, and finally pushed his handkerchief out of a 
hole in a hilltop near Saverton, several miles down the 
river from the cave’s mouth, and somebody saw if and 
dug him out. There is nothing the matter with his sta- 
tistics except the handkerchief. I knew him for years and 
he hadn’t any. But it could have been his nose. That 
would attract attention. 

The cave was an uncanny place, for it contained a 
corpse — the corpse of a young girl of fourteen. It was 
in a glass cylinder inclosed in a copper one which was 
suspended from a rail which bridged a narrow passage. 
The body was preserved in alcohol, and it was said that 
loafers and rowdies used to drag it up'~by the hair and 
look at the dead face. The girl was the daughter of a St. 
Louis surgeon of extraordinary ability and wide celebrity. 
He svas an eccentric man and did many strange things. 
He put the poor thing in that forlorn place himself. 

Beyond the road where the snakes sunned themselves 
was a dense young thicket, and through it a dim-lighted 
path led a quarter of a mile; then out of the dimness 
one emerged abruptly upon a level great prairie which 
was covered with wild strawberrv plants, vividly starred 
with prairie pinks, and walled in on all sides by forests. 
The strawberries were fragrant and fine, and in the sea- 
son we were generally there in the ciisp freshness of the 
early morning, while the dew beads still sparkled upon 
the grass and the woods were ringing with the first songs 
of the birds. 

Down the forest slopes to the left were the swing?. 
They were made of bark stripped from hickory sap.';;.;d 
When they became dry the\ were dangerous. Tfc;y 
■ ally broke when a child was forty feet in the air, - 
was why so many bones had to be mended, ew 7 

had no ill luck myself, but none of my cotsi 
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There were eight of "them, and 'at- one time and another 
they broke fourteen arms among them. But it cost next 
to nothing, for the doctor worked by the year — twenty- 
five dollars for the whole family. I remember two of the 
Florida doctors, Chowning and Meredith. They not only 
tended an entire family for twenty-five dollars a year, 
but furnished the medicines themselves. Good measure, 
too. Only the largest persons could hold a whole dose. 
Castor oil was the principal beverage. The dose was half 
a dipperful, with half a dipperful of New Orleans mo- 
lasses added to help it down and make it taste good, 
which- it never did. The next standby was calomel; the 
next, rhubarb; and the next, jalap. Then they bled the 
patient, and put mustard plasters on him. It was a dread- 
ful system, and yet the death rate was hot heavy. The 
calomel was nearly sure to salivate the patient and cost 
him some of his teeth. There were no dentists. When 
teeth became touched with decay or were otherwise ail- 
ing, the doctor knew of but one thing to do — he fetched 
his tongs and dragged them out. If the jaw -remained, it 
was not his fault. Doctor^ were not called in cases of 
ordinary illness; the family grandmother attended to 
those. Every old woman was a doctor, and gathered her 
own medicines in the w'oods, and knew how to com- 
pound doses that would stir the vitals of a cast-iron dog. 
And then there was the “Indian doctor”; a grave savage, 
remnant of his tribe, deeply read in the mysteries of 
nature and the secret properties of herbs; and most back- 
woodsmen had high faith in his pow'ers and could tell 
of wonderful cures achieved by him. In Mauritius, away 
off yonder in the solitudes of the Indian Ocean, there is 
-a_ person who answers to our Indian doctor of the old 
times. He is a Negro, and has had no teaching as a doc- 
tor, yet there is one disease which he is master of and 
can cure and the doctors can’t. They send for him when 
they hav'e a case. It is a child’s disease of a strange and 
deadly sort, and the Negro cures it with a herb medicine 
which he makes himself, from a prescription which has 
come down to him from his father and grandfather. He 
will not let anyone see it. He keeps the secret of its com- 
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ponents to himself, and it is feared that fas wiil die vdth- 
out diviilging it; then there will be consternation in 
^vlauritius. I was told these things by the people there 
in 1896. 

We had the ‘‘faith doctor,” too, in those early days — 
a woman. Her specialty was loothache. She was a farm- 
er’s old w'ife and lived five miles from Hannibal, She 
would lay her hand on the patient’s jaw and say, “Be- 
lieve!” and the cure was prompL Airs. Utterbacl-n I re- 
member her very well. Twice I rode out there behind my- 
mother, horseback, and saw the cure performed. Aly 
mother was the patieat- 

Doctor Meredith removed to Hannibal, by and by, and 
was our family physician there, and saved my life several 
times. Sfill, he was a good man and meant well. Let it go. 

■ I was always told that I was a sickly and precarious ‘ 
and tiresome and uncertain child, and lived mainly on 
allopathic medicines during the first seven years of my 
life. I asked my mother about this, in her old age — she 
was in her eighty-eighth year — and said: 

“I suppose that during all that time you w’ere uneasy 
about me?”, 

“Yes, the whole time.” 

“Afraid I wouldn’t live?” 

After a reflective pause — ostensibly to think out the 
facts — “No — afraid you would.” 

The country schoolhouse was three miles from my 
uncle’s farm. It stood in a clearing in the woods and 
would hold about twenty-five boys and girls. We attended . 
the school with more or less regularity' once- or twice a 
week, in summer,, walking to it in the cool of the morn- 
ing by the forest paths, and back in the gloaming at the 
end of the day'. All the pupils brought their dinners in 
baskets — com dodger, buttermilk, and other good things . 
— and sat in the shade of the trees at noon and ate them. 

It is the part of my education which I look back upon . 
with the most satisfaction. My first visit to the school 
w'as when I was seven. A strapping girl of fifte- -in the 
customary sunbonnet and calico dress, askr- 
“used tobacco” — meaning did 1 chew it I.^ V.'kv • 
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roused her scorn. She reported me to all the. crowd, and 

said: 

“Here is . a- boy seven years old who can’t chew to- 
bacco.” 

By the looks and comments which this produced I 
realized that I was a degraded object, and was cruelly 
ashamed of myself. I determined to reform. But I only 
made myself sick; I was not able to learn to chew to- 
bacco. I learned to smoke fairly well, but that did not 
conciliate anybody and I remained a poor' thing, and 
characterless. I longed to be respected, but I never was 
able to rise. Children have but little charity for one an- 
other’s defects. 

As I have said, I spent some part of -every year at the 
farm until I was twelve or thirteen years old. The life 
which I led there with my cousins was full of charm, 
and so is the memory of it yet. I can call back the sol- 
emn twilight and mystery of the deep woods, the earthy 
smells, the faint odors of the wild flowers, the sheen of 
rain-washed foliage, the rattling clatter of drops when 
i If* wind shook the trees, the far-off hammering of wood- 
. peckers and the muffled drumming of wood pheasants in 
the remoteness of the forest, the snapshot glimpses of 
disturbed wild creatures scurrying through the grass — I 
can call it all back and make it as real as it ever was, 
. and as blessed. I can call back the prairie, and its lone- 
liness and peace, and a vast hawk hanging motionless 
in the sky, with his wngs spread wide and the blue of 
the vault showing through the fringe of their end feath- 
ers. I can see the woods in their autumn dress, the oaks 
purple, the hickories washed with gold; the maples and 
the sumachs luminous with crimson fires, and I can 
hear the rustle made by the fallen leaves as we plowed 
through them. I can see the blue clusters of wild grapes 
hanging among .the foliage of the saplings, and I remem- 
ber the taste of them and the smell, f know how the wild 
■ blackberries looked, and how they tasted, and the same 
with the pawpaws, the hazelnuts, and the persimmons; 
and f can feel the thur^ing rain, upon my head, of 
hickory nuts and walnuts when we were out in the frosty 



Boyhood Recollections 239 


dawn to scramble for them with the pigs, and the gusts 
of wind loosed them and sent them down. I know the 
stain of blackberries, and how pretty it is, and I know 
the, stain of walnut hulls, and how little it minds, soSp and * 
water, also what grudged e.xperience it had of either of 
them. I know the taste of maple sap, and when to gather 
it, and how to arrange the troughs and the delivery tubes, 
and how to boil down the juice, and how to hook the 
sugar after it is made, also how much better hooked 
sugar tastes than any that is honestly come by, let bigots 
say what they will. I know how a prize watermelon looks 
when it is sunning its fat rotundity among pumpkin vines 
and “simblins”; I know how to tell when it is ripe with-' 
out “plugging” it; 1 know how inviting it looks when it 
is, cooling itself in a tub of water under the bed, wait- 
ing; I know how it looks when it lies on the table in the 
sheltered great floor space between house and kitchen, • 
and the children gathered for the sacrifice and their 
mouths watering; I know the crackling sound it makes.- 
when the carving knife enters its end, and I can see the . 
split fly along in front of the blade as the knife cleaves 
its way to the other end; I can see its halves fall apart 
and display the rich red meat and the black seeds, and 
the heart stan_ding up, a luxury fit for the elect; I know 
how a boy looks behind a yard-long slice of that melon, 
and I know how he feels; for I have been there. I know 
the taste of the w'atermelon which has been honestly ' 
come by, and I know the taste of the watermelon which 
has been acquired by art. Both taste good, but the expe- 
rienced know which tastes best. I know the look of green 
apples and peaches and pears on the trees, and I know 
how entertaining they are when they are inside of a per- 
son. I know- how ripe ones look when they are piled 
in pyramids under the trees, and how pretty they are and 
how vivid their colors. I know how a frozen apple looks, 
in a barrel down cellar in the wintertime, and how hard 
it is to bite, and how the frost makes the teeth ache, and 
yet how good it is, notwithstanding. I 
sition of elderly people to select the sp 
the children, and I once knew ways to 
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know the look ,of an apple , that is roasting and sizzling 
■ on a hearth on a winter’s evening, and I know the com- 
fort, that comes of eating it hot, along with some sugar 
and a drench of cream. I know the delicate art and mys- 
tery of so cracking hickory nuts and walnuts on a flatiron 
with a hammer that the kernels will be delivered whole, 
and I. know how the nuts, taken in conjunction with win- 
ter apples, cider, and doughnuts, make old people’s old 
tales and old jokes sound fresh and crisp and enchanting, 

- and juggle an evening away before you know what went 
with the time. I know the look of Uncle Dan’l’s -kitchen 
as it was on the privileged nights, when I was a child, 
and I can see the white and black children grouped on 
the hearth, with the firelight playing on their faces and 
the shadows flickering upon the walls, clear back toward 
the cavernous gloom of the rear, and I can hear Uncle 
Dan’l telling the immortal tales which Uncle Remus 
Harris was to gather into his book and charm the world 
with, by and by; and I can feel again the creepy joy 
which quivered through me when the time for the ghost- 
story was reached — and the sense of regret, too, which 
came over me, for it was always the last story of the eve- 
ning and there was nothing between it and the unwel- 
come bed. 

I can remember the bare wooden stairway in my un- 
cle’s house, and the turn to the left above the landing, 
and the rafters and the slanting roof over my bed, and 
the squares of mobnlight on the floor, and the white 
cold world of snow outside, seen through the curtainless 
window. I can remember the howling of the wind and 
the quaking of the house on stormy nights, and how 
snug and cozy one felt, under the blankets, listening;, 
and how the- powdery snow used to sift in, around the 
sashes, and lie- in- little ridges on the floor and make the 
place look chilly in the morning and curb the wild desire 
to get up — in case there was any. I can remember how 
very dark that room was, in the dark of the moon, and 
how -packed it was with ghostly stillness when one woke 
up- by accident away in the night, and forgotten sins 
came flocking put of the secret chambers of the memory 
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sun rose and poured light and comfort all around, every- 
thing was fresh and de\\7 and fragrant, and life w^ a 
boon again. After three hours of trampirTg , we arrived 
back wholesomely' tired, overladen with game, very 
hungry, and just in time for breakfast. 

This was in 1849. I was fourteen years old, then. We 
were still living in Hannibal, Missouri, on the banks of 
■the Mississippi, in the new “frame” house built ' by -my 
father five years before. That is, some of us lived in the 
new part, the rest in the old part back, of if and attached 
to it. In the autumn my sister gave a party , and invited 
all the marriageable young people of the vi'lasc- I was 
too young for this society, and was too bashful to mingle 
with young ladies, anyway, therefore I was not invited — : 
at least not for the whole evening. Ten minutes of it was 
to be my whole share. 1 was to do the part of a bear in 
a small fairy play; I was to be “disguised all over in a 
close-fitting brown hairy stuff proper for a bear. About 
half-past ten I was told to go to my room and put on- 
this disguise, and be ready in half an hour. I started, 
but changed my mind, for I wanted to practice a little, 
and that room was very small. 1 crossed over to the large 
unoccupied house on the corner of Main Street, unasvare 
that a dozen of the young people were also going there 
to dress for their parts. I took the little black boy, Sandy, 
with me, and we selected a roomy and empty chamber on 
the second floor. We entered it talking, and this gave a 
couple of half-dressed young ladies an opportunity to 
take refuge behind a screen undiscovered. Their gowns 
and things were hanging on hooks behind the door, but 
f did not see them; it wa.s .Sandy that shut the door, but 
all his heart was in the theatricals, and he was as- un- 
likely to notjee them as I was myself. 

That was a rickety screen, with many holes in it, but, 
as I did not know there were girls behind it, I was not 
disturbed by that- detail. If I had known, I could not 
have undressed in the flood of cruel moonlight that was 
pouring in at the curtainless windows; I should have died 
of shame. Untroubled, by apprehensions, 1 stripped to 
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the sKiu aiui nvy practice. I \v.vt lull of aiubilioii, ! 

ilctcrmincd to make .i hit, I wxs burning to CitablLsh 
a rcput.itioii a; a bear .imi gel turthcr engagements; so 
1 iliiC'V myself into my v»ork with an abamloii that prom- 
ised great Ihiiigj. I capered back and forth from one 
etui of the room to tlie other on all fours, Sandy applaud- 
ing wish eiithusiastii; 1 viaiketl upright and growled and 
snapped and snarled, I stor'd on rny head, I ilung hand- 
springs, I danced a lubberly d.uice vsith my paws bent 
and iriy itnaginary snont snitiing from side to side. I did 
everything a bear could do, .uid many tilings, which no 
bear could ever do and no bear with ajiy dignity would 
want to do, anyway; and of course I never suspected 
ih.'il I was making a spectacle of myself to anyone but 
.Sandy. At last, sianding on my head. I paused in tlsai 
attitude to lake a minute’s rest. There was .a moment’.s 
silence, then -Sandy spoke up with c.xcitcd interest and 
said: 

“Mars Sam, has you ever seed a dried herring?” 

"No. What is that?" 

“It’s a tish.” 

"Well, wh.n of it? Anything peculiar about it?” 

“Ycs, suh. you bet \ou dey is. Dey cats ’em innard.s 
and all!” 

There w.is a smothered bur>t of feminine .snickers from 
behind the screen ! .Ml the .strength went out of me and 
I toppled unwaul like an undermineil tower and brought 
the screen thnsn with rny weight, burying the young ladies 
under it. In their fright they discharged a couple of 
piercing seie.sm.s — and possibly others — but I did not 
wait to count. 1 snatched my clothes and lied to the dark 
hall below. Sandy following. I w.xs dre.ssed in half a 
minute, and i)ut the back way'. I swore S.iiidy to eternal 
silence, then we went away and hid until the party was 
over. The ambition was all out of me. I could not have 
faced that giddy company after my adventure, for there 
svould be two performers there who knew my .secret and 
'.vould be privately laughing at me all the time. T.-'vas 
searched for. but not found, and the be.ar had 
played by a young gentlenuin in his civilized 
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The house was still and everybody asleep when I finally 
ventured , home. 1 was- very, hcav’y hearted and full of a 
bitter sense of disgrace. Pinned to my pillow I found 
a slip of paper which bore a line which did not lighten 
my heart, but only made my face burn. It w:is written 
■in a laboriously disguised hand, and these were its mockr 
ing terms; 

You probably couldn’t have played bear, but you 
played bare very well — oh, very very well! 

We think boys are rude, unsensitive animals, but it 
is not so in all cases. Each boy has one or two sensitive 
spots, and if you can find out where they are located you 
-have only to touch them and you can scorch him as with 
fire. I suffered miserably over that episode. I expected that 
the facts would be all over the village in the morning, 
but it was not so. The secret remained confined to the 
two girls and Sandy and me. That was some appease- 
ment of my pain, but it was far from sufficient — the 
main trouble remained: I was under four mocking eyes, 
and it might as well have been a thousand, for I sus- 
pected all girls' eyes of being the ones 1 so- dreaded. 
During several weeks 1 could not look any young lady 
in the face; 1 dropped my eyes in confusion when any 
one of them smiled upon me and gave me greeting; I 
said to myself, “That is one of them,” and got quickly 
away. Of course 1 was meeting the right girls every'- 
wherc, but if they ever let slip any betraying sign I was 
not bright enough to catch it. When I left Hannibal, four 
years later, the secret was still a secret; I had never 
guessed those gjrls out, and was no longer hoping or 
■ expecting to do it. 

• One of the dearest and prettiest girls in the village at 
the time of my mishap was one whom I will call Mary 
Wilson, because that was not her name. She was twenty 
years old; she was. dainty and sweet, peach-blooming 
.and exquisite, gracious and lovely in character. I stood 
•in awe of her, for she seemed to me to be made out of 
angel clay and rightfully unapproachable by just any 
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unholy ordinary kind of boy like me. I probably never 
suspected her. But — 

The scene changes to Calcutta — forty-seven years later. 
It was in 1896. I arrived there on a lecturing trip. As I 
entered the hotel a vision passed out of it, clothed in the 
glory of the Indian sunshine — the Mary Wilson of my 
■long-vanished boyhood! It was a startling thing. Before. 
I could recover from the pleasant shock and speak to 
her she was gone. I thought maybe I had seen an appari- 
tion, but it was not so, she was flesh. She was the grand- 
daughter of the other Mary. The other Mary, now a 
widow, was upstairs, and presently sent for me. She was 
old and gray-haired, but she looked young and was very 
handsome. We sat down and talked. We steeped our 
thirsty souls in the reviving wine of the past, the pa- 
thetic past, the beautiful past, the dear and lamented past; 
we uttered the names that had been silent upon our lips 
for fifty years, and it was as if they were made of music; 
with reverent hands we unburied our dead, the mates of 
our youth, and caressed them with our speech; we 
searched the dusty chambers of our memories and dragged 
forth incident after incident, episode after episode, folly 
after folly, and laughed such good laughs over them, 
with the tears running down; and finally. Mary said, 
suddenly, and without any leading up: 

“Tell me! What is the special peculiarity of dried her- 
rings?” 

It seemed a strange question at such a hallowed time 
as this. And so inconsequential, too. I was a little 
shocked. And yet I was aware of a stir of some kind away , 
back in the deeps of my memory somewhere. It set me to 
musing — thinking — searching. Dried herrings? Dried her- 
rings? The peculiarity of dri . . . I glanced up. Her face 
was grave, but there was a dim and shadowy twinkle in her 
eye which — All of a sudden I knew and far away down in 
the hoary past I heard a remembered voice murmur, 
“Dey eats ’em innards and all!” 

“At — last! I’ve found one of you, anywa; 

the other girl?” ,, , 

But she drew the line there. She wouldn t 
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- My mother had a good deal of trouble with me, but 
[' think she enjoyed it. She had none at all with my. 
orother Henry, who wiis two years younger than 1, and 
[ think that^ the unbroken monotony of his goodnes.s- 
and truthfulness and obedience would have been a bur- 
den to her but for the relief and variety w'hich I fur- 
nished in the other direction. I was a tonic. I was valu- 
able to her. I never thought of it before, but now. I see 
it. I never knew Henry to do a vicious thing toward me, 
or toward anyone else — but he frequently did righteous 
ones that cost me as heavily. It was his duty to report 
me, when 1 needed reporting and neglected - to do it 
myself, and he was very faithful in discharging that 
duty. He is Sid in Tom Sawyer. But Sid was not Henry. 
Henry was a very much finer and better boy than ever 
Sid was. 

It was Henry who called my mother’s attention to the 
fact that the thread with which she had sewed my collar 
together to keep me from going in swimming had 
changed color. My mother would not have discovered it 
but for that, and she was manifestly piqued when she 
recognized that that prominent bit of circumstantial evi- 
dence had escaped her sharp eye. That detail probably 
added a detail to my punishment. It is human. We gen- 
erally visit our shortcomings on somebody else when 
there is a possible excuse for it — but no matter. I took 
it out of Henry. There is always compensation for such 
as arc unjustly used. I often took it out of him — some- 
times as an advance payment for something which I 
hadn’t yet done. These were occasions when the oppor- 
tunity was too strong a temptation, and I had to draw on 
the future. I did not need to copy this idea front my 
mother, and probably didn’t. It is most likely that I in- 
vented it for myself. Still, she wrought upon that prin- 
ciple upon occasion. 

If the incident of the broken sugar bowl is in Tom 
Sawyer — I don’t remember whether it is or not — that 
is an example of it. Henry never stole sugar. He- took it 
Openly from the bowl. His mother knew he wouldn’t 
take sugar when she wasn’t looking, but she had her 
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.doubts about me. Not exactly doubts, either. She knew 
very well I would. One day when she was not present 
Henry took sugar from her prized and precious old-Eng- 
lish sugar bowl, which was an heirloom in the family — 
and he managed to break the bowl. It was the first time 
I had ever had a chance to tell anything on him, and 
1 was inexpressibly glad. I told him I was going 'to tell 
on him, but he was not disturbed. When my mother 
came in and saw the bowl lying on the floor in frag- 
ments, she was speechless for a minute. I allowed that 
silence to work; I judged 'll would increase the effect. 
I was waiting for her to ask, “Who did that?” — so that 
I could fetch out my news. But it was an error of calcu- 
lation. When she got through with her silence she didn’t 
ask anything about it — she merely gave me a crack on 
the skull with, her thimble that I felt all the way down to 
my heels. Then I broke out with my injured innocence, 
expecting to make her very sorry that she had punished 
the wrong one. I expected her to do something remorse- 
ful and pathetic. I told her that I was not the one — it 
was Henry^ But there was no upheaval. She said, without 
emotion: “It’s all right. It isn’t any matter. You deserve 
it for something you’ve done that I didn’t know about; 
and if you haven’t done it, why then you deserve it for 
something that you are going do do that I shan't hear 
. about.” 

There was a stairway outside the house, which led up 
to the rear part of the second story. One day Henry was 
sent on an errand, and he took a tin bucket along. I knew 
he would have to ascend those stairs, so I went up and 
locked the door on the inside, and came down into the 
garden, which had been newly plowed and was rich in 
choice, firm clods, of black mold. I gathered a generous- 
equipment of these and ambushed him. I waited till he 
had climbed the stairs and was near the landing ani 
couldn’t escape. Then I bombarded him with clods, which 
he warded off with his tin bucket the best he could-'-'-^ 
without much success, for I was a good marksmr 
clods smashing against the weather-boarding fete ' " 
mother out to see what was the matter, and ! . , v. . . 
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explain- that, I. \va 5 ' amusing Hen^'. Both of them were 
after me . in a minute,; but 1 knew the way over that high 
board' fence, and escaped for that' tinie. After, an hour or 
two, when I ventured back, there was no one around and 
I thought the; incident was closed. But it was not so. 
Henry was'. ambushing me. With an unusually competent 
aim' for him, he landed a stone on the side of my head 
which raised a bump there which felt like the Matter- 
horn, 'f carried it to my mother straightway for sympathy, 
but she was not strongly moved. It seemed to be her 
idea that incidents like this would eventually reform me 
if I harvested enough of them. So the matter was only 
educational. I had had a sterner view of it than that be- 
fore. 

Whenever my conduct was of such exaggerated im- 
. propriety that my mother's extemporary punislmrcnts 
. were inadequate, she saved the matter up for Sunday and 
made me go to church Sunday night — which was' a pen- 
alty sometimes bearable, perhaps, but as a rule it was not, 
and I avoided it for the sake of my constitution. She 
would never believe that I had been to churdh until she 
‘ had applied her test. She made me tell her what the text 
• was. That was a simple matter — caused me no trouble. 
1 didn't have to go to church to get a text. I selected one 
for myself. This worked very well until one time when 
my text- and the one furnished by a neighbor, who had 
been to church, didn't tally. After that my mother took 
other, methods. 1 don’t know what they were now. 

In those days men and boys wore rather long cloaks 
' in the ■wintertime They were black, and were lined with. 
very bright and showy Scotch plaids. One winter’s night 
when I was starting to church to square a crime of some 
kind committed during the week. 1 hid my cloak near' 
the gate and went off and played with the other boys until 
church was over. Then I returned home. But in the dark 
I put the cloak on wrong side out, entered the rooni, 
threw the cloak aside, and then stood the usual exami- 
, nation. I got along very well until the temperature of 
the church was 'mentioned. My mother said. ‘‘It must 
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have been impossible to keep warm there oh ' such a 
night.” . 

I didn’t see the art'''of that remark,’ and was’ foolish ’ 
enough to explain that I wore my cloak all the time 
that I was in church. She asked if I kept it on from 
church home, top. I didn’t see the bearing of that, re-’ ^ 
mark. I said that that was what I had done., She said; 
“You wore it with that red Scotch plaid outside and 
glaring? Didn’t that attract any attention?” 

Of course to continue such a dialogue would have 
been tedious and unprofltable, and I let it go and took 
the consequences. 

That was about 1849. Tom Nash was a boy of my 
own age — the postmaster’s son. The Mississippi was 
frozen across, . and he and I went skating one night, 
probably without permission. I cannot see why we ' 
..should go skating in the night unless without permission, 
for there could be no considerable amusement to be got- 
ten out of skating at midnight if nobody was 'going to 
object to it. About midnight, when we were more than 
half a mile out toward the Illinois shore, we heard some 
ominous rumbling and grinding and crashing going on 
between us and the home side of the river, and we knew 
what it meant — the river was breaking up. 'We started , 
for home, pretty badly scared. We flew along at full 
speed whenever the moonlight sifting down between the 
clouds enabled us to tell which was ice and which was . , 
water. In the pauses we waited, started again whenever • 
there was a good bridge of ice, paused again when we 
came to naked water,- and waited in distress until a float- 
ing vast cake should bridge that place. It took us an hour • 
to make the trip — a trip which we made in a misery of ap- 
prehension all 'the time. But at last we arrived within a . 
very brief distance of the shore. We waited again. ' 
There was another place that needed bridging. All about •' 
us the ice was plunging and grinding - along and piling . 
itself up in mountains on the shore, and the 
increasing, not diminishing. We grew ven 
get to, solid ground, so we started too c; 
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springing from c:ikc to cake. Tons made a iniscalcuiation 
and feVi short. He got a biucr bath, but he was so close 
to shore Uiat he only had to swim a stroke or two — 
then hss feet stntek hard bottom and he crawled out, I 
arrived a Utile later, without accident. SVe had been in 
a drenching perspiration and Tom’s bath was a disaster 
for him. He took to his bed. sick, and had a procession 
ot- diseases. The closing one was scarlet fever, and he 
came out of it stone dc.if. Within a year or two speech 
departed, of course. But some years later be was taught 
to t.ilk, after a fashion — one couldn't always make out 
vvhat it was he wa.s trying to say. Of course he could not 
modulate his voice, since he couldn't hear himself talk. 
When he supposed he was talking low and contidenliaily, 
yon could hear hitu in Illinois. 

Four years .ago {1002) I was invited by tile University 
of Missouri to come out there and receive the honorary 
degree of LL.D. I took that opporuinity to spend a week 
\ in Hannihal— a city now, .» vill.ige m my day. It had been 
tifiydive \ears since forn Nash and 1 had had that ad- 
scniuro When 1 w.is .it the railssav station ready to leave 
. Hannibal, there was a .great crowd a>f citizens there. 1 .savv 
. Tom N.ish appfsMching me across a vacant space, and 
1 walked tow.ird him. tor 1 recoeni/cd him at once. He 
' w.is old and whiie-heavled. but the ho\ of fiiieeii was still 
vfsible in him. He c.imc up us me, made a trumpet of 
his lur.ds at my e.ir, nodded his head toward liie citi- 
zens. and said, conl'ulcntialh in a sell like a fog horn — 
’‘S’anie d.mined fools, Sam ” 

. , , O.n'on • did not come to Hannibal until two or 
three ye,trs after njy father's death, He remained in St. 
Louis. He was a journeyman printer and earniog wages. 
Out of his Wage lie supported mv mother and my brother 
Henry, who was tw'o years younger than 1. My sister 
F-unela helped in this support by taking piano pupils. 
Thus we got along, but it was pretty hard sledding, f 
was not one of the burdens, because I w .13 taken from 
■school at once upon my father's death and placed In the 
♦ Oiitm Clcmww, Twain's older brotlier. 
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office of the Hannibal Courier, as printer’s apprentice 
and Mr. Ament, the editor and proprietor of the paper, 
allowed me the usual emolument of the office of appren- 
tice — that is to say, board and clothes, but no money. 
The clothes consisted of two suits a year, but one of the 
suits always failed to materialize and the other suit was 
not purchased so long as Mr. Ament’s old clothes held 
out. I was only about half as big as Ament, consequently 
his shirts gave me the uncomfortable sense of living, fn 
a circus tent, and I had to turn up his pants to my 
ears to make them short enough. 

There were two other apprentices. One was Wales 
McCormick, seventeen or eighteen years old, and a giant. 
When he was in Ament’s clothes, they fitted him as the 
candle mold fits the candle — thus he was generally in a 
suffocated condition, particularly in the summertime. He 
was., a reckless, hilarious, admirable creature; he had no 
principles and was delightful company. At first we three 
apprentices had to feed in the kitchen with the old slave 
cook and her very hamdsome and bright and well-be- 
haved young mulatto daughter. For his own amusement 
— for he was not generally laboring for other people’s 
amusement — Wales was constantly and persistently and 
loudly and elaborately making love to that mulatto girl 
and distressing the life out of her and worrying the. old 
mother to death. She would say, “Now, Marse Wales, 
Marse Wales, can’t you behave yourself?” With encour- 
agement like that, Wales would naturally renew his at- 
tentions and emphasize them. It was killingly funny to 
Ralph and me. And, to speak truly, the old mother’s 
distress about it was merely a pretense. She quite well 
understood that by the customs of slaveholding com- 
munities it was Wales’s right to make love to that girl 
if he wanted to. But the girl’s distress was very real. 
She had a refined nature, and she took all Wales’s extrav- 
agant love-making in earnest. 

We got but little variety in the way of food at that 
kitchen table, and there wasn’t enough of it, anyway. 
So we apprentices used to keep alive by arts of 
that is to say, we crept into the cellar nearly e 
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by a p!-!v:ilc ciiirancn; which wo had dsicovcrod. and 
w'o robbed the collar of polatooi and onions and such 
'ihing-i, and catried ihcn', downtown to the priinstig- 
oJlice, where we '■lept on pallets on the lloor, and cooked 
ihen! at the sto'.e and had very good times. Wales had a 
fcctii ol. ciVoking a potato which noble and won- 
detful arsd all his own. .Since Wales’s day I h.avc seen 
a pot.ito cooked in that w.iy only once, it wars wS’.en 
Vi'ilhehn 11. F.niperor of Germany, commanded my 
pscxtncc at a private feed toward the end of the year 
iS‘.)l Arid when that potato appeared on the table it sur- 
prised nje out of niy discretion and jnade me commit t'nc 
imforgivable sin. before I could gel a grip on my discre- 
tion again— that is to say, 1 m.idc u joyful exclamation of 
'-selcome over the potato. addtc-e.ing my remark, to the 
Emperor .it my Mile witlious svaiting for him ti> take the 
first Imiinas. 1 think he honestly tried to pretend th.rt he 
was not shoe’sed and outraged, but lie plainly w;e>; .utd 
;o were the other h.i!!-do.>en yr.indee-> who were prctent. 
Ihev we'c ail petrified, and nobody could have said a 
word il he h.u! !r. >1 Ib.e eh.vstly silence endured for as 
much IS h.ili a iiiinuie, anil would have hasted until now, 
of course, d Uie ( nipcror h.idn't broken it him.seU‘. for 
no one else dtcre would fi.ive ventured that. It was at 
h.ilf p.isi si\ in the evernna. and the frost ifivi not get 
out o: the .lUnosptsere eniireU unii) close upon miiim’cht, 
when it did tin.dls melt aw.iv or w.istv aw.ay — under 
. cencious lloods of beer 

As I h.ive inda.iied. Mr \inems economics were 
of .1 pretty close .uid rigid kind Hi .md by, when wc 
apprentice^ were promoied )(..m the basement to the 
youutl lloor and .rllowed to Mt at the family t.ihle. along 
with tl'.c one journcynr.in, I’et M.ic Murray, the economies 
continued. Mrs. .'Vnient w.ie a bride She had attained 
to that dif.tinctiun ven- recentiv, after waiting a good 
part of .X lifetime for it. and she w.as tile right woman 
in the right place, according to the Amcmian idea, for 
'she did not trust the sugar bowl to us, but sweetened 
eur cotfee herself. That is. she '.sent through the mo- 
tioirs. She didn’t really sweeten it. She seemed to put 
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one heaping teaspoonful of brown sugar into each cup, 
but, according to Wales, that was a deceit. He said she 
dipped the spoon in the coffee first to make the sugar 
stick, and then scooped the sugar out of the bowl with 
the spoon upside down, so that the effect to- the eye was 
a heaped-up spoon, whereas the sugar on it was nothing 
but a layer. This all seems perfectly true to me, ‘ and 
yet _that thing, would be so difficult to perform that I 
suppose it really didn’t happen, but was one of Wales’s 
lies. 

I have said that Wales was reckless, and he was. : It 
was the recklessness of ever-bubbling and indestructible 
good spirits flowing from the joy of youth. I think there 
wasn’t anything that that vast boy wouldn’t do to pro- 
cure five minutes’ entertainment for himself. One never 
knew where he would break, out next.. Among his shining 
characteristics was the most limitless and adorable ir- 
reverence. There didn’t seem to be anything serious in 
life for him; there didn’t seem 'to be anything that he 
revered. 

Once the celebrated founder of the at that time new 
and widespread sect called Campbellites arrived in our 
village from Kentucky, and it made a prodigious excite- 
ment. The farmers and their families drove or tramped 
into the village from miles around to get a sight of the 
illustrious Alexander Campbell and to have a chance 
to hear him preach. When he preached in a church many 
had to be disappointed, for there was no church that 
would begin to hold all the applicants; so in order to ac- 
commodate all, he preached in the open air in the pub- 
lic square, and, that was the first time in my life that I 
had realized what a mighty population this planet con- 
tains when you get them all together. 

He preached a sermon on one of these occasions which 
be had written especially for that occasion. All the 
Campbellites wanted it printed, so that they could save 
it and read it over and over again, and get it by heart. 
So they drummed up sixteen dollars, which was^large 
sum then, and for this great sum Mr. Ament 
to print five,. hundred copies of that sermon an; 
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Ei i’clio-.v paper vovej-s. It '.v^s a si.Mcen-paijs: duodedniis 

pamphkt/ar.d it ’.vas a great event in our oince. As we 

■ reaaruad it, it was a b-ook. and it pronioieU us to the 

■ iijgaiiy of bock priulers, 2.1oieovcr. no such nun of 
.ictual nsvucy as -lixlccn dollars, in one bunch, had ever 
entered that ojiicc on any previous occasion. People 
didn't pay for their paper and for their advertising in 
rocney; they paid in dry-goods, sugar, colfec, hickory' 

‘.wood, cak 'rtood. lurriips, puntpk5!i.s, onions, water- 
iuelous — and it was very 'seldom indeed that a man paid 
in money, and when that happened we tiioughl there vv;ei 
something live matter with him. 

We set up the great book, in pages — eight pages to a 
feriu — and by help of a printer's manual v.e managed to 
get the pages in their apparently cracy but really sane 
placci err t];c inipodng-stone. We printed that form oo a 
'nmrwlay. Tiien we set up the remaining eight page.s, 
. IceteJ them into a form, an.5 struck a proof. Wales re.ad 
■{he proed, and prcwniiv was aghast. fc>r he had struck a 
nag. .'"i.r.d i! v..i, a Had t.-me to strike a snag, because it 
Wv .4 b-ituidav. It wa, appr.'aching r.teni; Saturday after- 
' neon w.!> oar ho!,. las , and we w.mted to get away and 
go iishirig M s.ieh j time .i, this Wales struck that snag 
and showed us what had happened. Me b.ad left out ii 
couple of words m a thm-spacei! page of solid matter and 
there wasn't atiother hreak-hne tor two or three pages 
.rh.'.id. What in ilic •.•.uld ssas to be dvine? Overrun all 
iho-'c page.5 la order to get in the two imssitig 'W'crd.S? 
.-‘spparefitiy litcre was no other wav It would take ati 
huur to do it. Ihcn a revi\e must be sent to the great 
minister; we must wait for him to read the revise; if he 
encotitiicred any errors wc rru.wt eorrs-ct the.m. It looked 
as if v\e might lose half the atiermmn before we could 
get away, 'r'p.ea Wales had sm.c of his brilliant ideas. In 
the line in whicli the "out” had been made occurred the 
name Christ. Wales reduced it in the French way 

to J, C. U made room for the niiising words, but it took 
9’} per cent of the solemaity out of a particularly sol- 
emn ientcncc, We sent oil the revise and vvaiied. We were 
not intending to wait long. In the cireunrstances we meant 



Boyhood Recollections 255. 
to get out and go fishing before that revise should get^ 
back, but we were not speedy enough. Presently that'" 
great Alexander Campbell appeared at the far end of that 
sixty-foot room, and his countenance cast a gloom over 
the whole place. He strode down to our end and what he 
said was brief, but it was very stern, and it was to the ' 
point. He read Wales a lecture. He said, .“So long as 
you live, don’t you ever diminish the Saviour’s 'name 
again. Put it all in.” He repeated this admonition a cou- , 
pie of times to emphasize it, then he went away. ' 

In that day the common swearers of the region had a 
way of their own of emphasizing the Saviour’s name when 
they were using it profanely, and this fact intruded it- 
self into Wales’s incorrigible mind. It offered him an op- 
portunity for a momentary entertainment which seemed 
to him to be more precious and more valnable than even ' 
fishing, and swimming could afford. So he imposed upon 
himself the long and wear 3 ' and dreary task of over- 
running all those three pages in order to improve upon, 
his former work and incidentally and thoughtfully im- 
prove upon the great preacher’s admonition. He enlarged 
the offending J. C. into Jesus H. Christ. Wales knew 
that that would make prodigious trouble, and it did. But 
it was not in him to resist it. He had to succumb to the • 
law of his make. I don’t remember what his punishment - 
was, but- he was not the person to care for that. He had . 
already, collected his dividend. 

It was during my first year’s apprenticeship in the 
Courier office that I did a thing which I have been trying 
to regret for fifty-five years. It was a summer afternoon 
and just the kind of weather that a boy prizes for river 
excursions and other frolics, but I was a prisoner. The 
others were all gone holidaying. I was alone and sad. I 
had committed a crime of some sort and this was the pun- • 
ishment. I must lose my holiday, and spend the after- 
noon in solitude besides. I had the printing-office all- to ■ . 
myself, there in the third story. I had one comfort, and 
it was a generous one while it lasted. It was the 
a long and broad watermelon, fresh and red am 
gouged it out with a knife, and I found a'ceomr. 
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for the whole of- it in my person — ^ough it did crowd 
me until the juice ran out of my ears. There remained 
then the shell, the hollow shell. It was big enough to do . 
duty as a cradle. I didn’t want to svaste it, and I couldn’t 
think of anything to do with it which could afford ra- 
tertainment. I was sitting at the open window which 
looked out upon the sidewalk of the main street three 
stories below, when it occurred to me to drop it on 
somebody’s head. I doubted the judiciousness of this, 
and I bad some compunctions about it, too, because so 
much of the resulting entertainment would fall to my 
share and so little to the other person. But I thought I 
would chance it. I watched out of the window for the 
right person to come along — the safe person — but he 
didn’t come. Every time there was a candidate he or she 
turned out to be an unsafe one, and I had to restrain 
myself. But at last 1 saw the right one coming. It was 
my brother Henry. He was the best boy in the whole 
region. He never did harm to anybody, he never offended 
anybody. He was cxasperatingly good. He had an over- 
flowing abundance o( goodness — but not enough to save 
him this time. 1 watched his approach with eager interest. 
He c.ame strolling along, dreaming his pleasant summer 
dream and not doubting but that Providence had him in 
His care, if he had known where 1 was he would have 
had less confidence in that superstition. As he approached 
his form became more and more foreshortened. When 
he was almost un<!er me be was so foreshortened that 
nothing of him was visible from my high place except 
the end of his nose and his alternately approaching feet. 
Then I poised the watermelon, calculated my distance, 
and let it go, hollow side down. The accuracy of that 
gunnery was beyond admiration. He had about six 
steps to make when I let that c.moe go, and it was 
lovely to see those two bodies gradually closing in on 
each other. If he had had seven steps to make, or five 
steps to make, my gunnery would have been a failure. 
But he had exactly the right number to make, and that 
shelf smashed down right on the top of his head and 
drove him into the earth up to the chin, the chunks of 
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that broken melon flying in every direction- ^e' a spray;., 
I wanted to go down there . and condole with, him, but 
it would not have been safe. He would have suspected, 
me at once. I, expected him to suspect me, anyway, but 
as he said nothing about this adventure for two or three 
(Jays — I was watching him in the meantime in order' to 
keep out of danger — I was deceived into ^believing that , 
this time he didn’t suspect me. It was a mistake. He was 
only waiting for a sure opportunity. Then he landed a 
cobblestone on the side of my head which raised a- 
bump there so large that I had to wear two hats for a . 
time. I carried this crime to my mother, for I was al- 
ways anxious to get Henry into trouble with her and 
could never succeed. I thought that I had a sure case 
this time when she should come to see that murderous 
bump. I' showed it to her, but she said it was no matter. 
She didn’t need to inquire into the circumstances. She 
knew I had deserved it,' and the best way would be for 
me to accept it as a valuable lesson, and thereby get 
profit out of it. 


Nicodemus. Dod^e and the Skeleton 


When_ I was a boy in a printing-oflSce in Missouri, a 
loose-jointed, long-legged, tow-headed, jeans-clad, coun- 
trmed cub of about sixteen lounged in one day, and 
without removii^ his hands from, the depths of his 
trousers pockets or taking off his faded ruin of a slouch 
hat, whose broken rim hung limp and ragged about his • 
eyes and ears hke a bug-eaten cabbage-leaf, stared indif- 

table, crossed hts mighty brogaos, aimed at a distant 
From A Tramp Abroad. 
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fly from a crevice ia his upper teeth, laid him low, aad 

said with composure: 

“Whar’s the boss?” 

“I am the boss,” said the editor, following this curi- 
ous bit of architecture wonderingly along up to its clock- 
face with his eye. 

“Don’t want anybody fur to learn the business, ’t 
ain’t likely?” 

“Well, I don’t know. Would you like to learn U?” 

^‘Pap’s so po’ he Cain’t run me no mo’, so I want'to 
gif a show somers if I kin, ’tain’t no diffunce what — ^I’m 
strong and hearty, and I don’t turn my back on no Jcind* 
of work, hard nur soft.” 

“Do you think you would like to learn the printing 
business?” 

“Well, I don’t re’ly k’yer a durn what I do learn, so’s 
I git a chance fur to make my way. I’d jist as soon learn 
print’n ’s anything.” 

“Can you read?” 

“Yes — middlin’.” 

“Write?” 

“Well, I’ve seed people could lay over me thar.” 

“Cipher?” 

“Not good enough to keep store, 1 don’t reckon, but 
up as fur as twelve-times-twelve I ain’t no slouch. Tother 
side of that is what gits me.” 

“Where is your home?” 

“I’m f’ra old Shelby.” 

“What’s your father’s religious denomination?” 

“Him? Oh, he’s a blacksmith.” 

“No, no — I don’t mean his trade. What’s his religious ' 
.denomination?” 

■ “Oh — I didn’t understand you befo’. He’s a Free- 
mason.” 

“No, no, you don't get my meaning yet. What I mean 
is, does he belong to any church?" 

“Now you’re talkin’! Couldn’t make out what you was 
a tryin’ to git through yo’ head no way. B’long to a 
church! Vlfliy, boss, he’s ben the pizenest kind of a Free- 
will Babtis’ for forty year. They ain’t no pizener ones ’n 
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what he is. Mighty good man, pap is. Everybody says 
that. If they said any difErunt they wouldn’t Say it whar 
I wuz — not much they wouldn’t.” 

“V/hat is your own religion?” 

“Well, boss, you’ve kind o’ got me, thar — and yit 
you hain’t got me so mighty much, nuther. I think ’t 
if a feller he’ps another feller when he’s in trouble, and 
don’t cuss, and don’t do no mean things, nur noth’n’ he 
ain’ no business to do, and don’t spell the Saviour’s name 
with a little g, he ain’t runnin’ no resks — he’s about as 
saift as if he b’longed to a church.” 

“But suppose he did spell it with a little g — what 
then?” 

“Well, if he done it a-purpose, I reckon he wouldn’t 
stand no chance — ^he oughtn’t to have no chance any- 
way, I’m most rotten certain ’bout that.” 

. ‘“^at is your name?” 

“Nicodemus Dodge.” 

“I think maybe you’ll do, Nicodemus. We’ll give you 
a trial, anyway^” 

“All right.” 

“When would you like to begin?” 

“Now.” 

So, within ten minutes after we had first glimpsed this 
nondescript he was one of us, and with his coat off and 
hard at it. 

Beyond that end of our establishment which was fur- 
•thest from the street, was a deserted garden, pathless, 
and thickly grown with the bloomy and villainous “jimp- 
son” weed and its common friend the stately sunflo'.'.er. 
In the midst of this mournful spot was a decayed and 
aged little “frame” house with but one room, one win- 
dow, and no ceiling — it had been a smoke-house a gen- 
eration .before. Nicodemus was gi\en this Ione!\' and 
ghostly den as a bedchamber. 

The village smarties recognized a treasure in Nico- 
demus, right away — a butt to play jokes on. ft was easy 
to see that he was inconceivably green and confiding. 
George Jones had the glory of perpetrating the first ]oke 
ton him; he gave him a cigar with, a fire-cracker in it 
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and winked to the crowd to come; the thing , exploded 
presently and swept away the bulk of ^Nicodemus’ eye- 
brows and eyelashes. He simply said: 

“I consider them kind of seeg’yaxs dangersome*’— rand 
seemed to suspect nothing. The next evening Nicodemus 
waylaid George and poured a bucket of ice-water over 
him. 

One day, while Nicodemus was in swimming, Tom 
McElroy “tied” his clothes. Nicodemus made a bonfire 
of Tom’s by way of retaliation. 

A third joke was played upon Nicodemus a day or 
two later — he walked up the middle aisle of the village 
church, Sunday night, with a staring handbill pinned 
between his shoulders. The joker spent the remainder 
of the night, after church, in the cellar of a deserted 
house, and Nicodemus sat on the cellar door till toward 
breakfast-time to make sure that the prisoner remembered 
that if any noise was made, some rough treatment would 
be the consequence. The cellar had two feet of stagnant 
water in it, and was bottomed with six inches of soft 
mud. 

But 1 wander from the point. It was the subject of 
skeletons that brought this boy back to my recollection. 
Before a ver>' long time had elapsed, the village smarties 
began to feel an uncomfortable consciousness of not 
having made a very shining success out of their attempts 
on the simpleton from “old Shelby.” Experimenters grew 
scarce and chary. Now the young doctor came to the 
rescue. There was delight and applause when he pro-, 
posed to scare Nicodemus to death, and explained how 
he was going to do if. He had a noble new skeleton — 
the skeleton of the late and only local celebrity, Jimmy 
Finn, the village drunkard — a grisly piece of property' 
which he had bought of Jimmy Finn himself, at auction, 
for fifty dollars, under great competition, when Jimmy 
lay very sick in the tanyard a fortnight before his death. 
The fifty dollars had gone promptly for whisky and had 
considerably hurried up the change of ownership in the ' 
skeleton. The doctor would put Jimmy Finn’s skeleton 
in Nicodemus’ bed! • 
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This was done — about half-past ten in the evening. 
About Nicodemus’ usual bedtime — midnight, — the vil- 
lage jokers came creeping stealthily through the jimpson 
weeds and sunflowers toward the lonely frame den. -They 
reached- the. window and peeped in. There sat the long- 
legged pauper^^on his bed, in a very short shirt, and 
nothing more;' he was dangling his legs contentedly back 
and forth, and wheezing the music of “Camptown Races’’ 
out of a paper-overlaid comb which he v/as pressing 
against his mouth; by him lay a new jew’s harp, a new 
top, a solid ihdiarnibber baU, a handful of painted mar- 
bles, five poimds of “store” candy, and*a well-gnawed 
slab of gingerbread as big and as thick as a volume of 
sheet music. He had sold the skeleton to a traveling quack 
for three dollars and was enjoying the result! 


The Private History oi a 
Campaign that Failed 


You have heard from a great many people who did 
something in the war; is it not fair and right that you 
listen a little moment to one who started out to do 
something in it, but didn’t? Thousands entered the war 
got. just a taste of it, and then stepped out again per- 
manently. These, by their very numbers, are respectable 
and are therefore entitled to a sort of voice— not a loud 
one, but a modest one; not a boastful one, but an apolo- 
geuc one. They ought not to be aUowed much space among 
better people— people who did something. I grant that- 
but they ought at least to be allowed to state why (hey 

the process bv 

which they didn’t do anything. Surely this kind of hohl 
must have a sort of value. 

^ From' The American Claimant. 
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Out West there was a good deal of confusion ia men’s 
minds during the first months of the great trouble — a 
good deal of unsettledness, of leaning first this way, then 
that, then the other/ way. It was hard for us to get our 
bearings. I call to mind an instance of this. I was pilot- 
ing on the Mississippi when the news came that South 
Carolina had gone out of the Union on the 20th of De- 
cember, 1860. My pilot mate was a New Yorker. He was 
strong for the Union; so was L But he would not listen 
to me with any patience; my loyalty was smirched, to his 
eye, because my father had owned slaves. I said, in pallia-^ 
tion of this dark fact, that I had heard my father say, 
some years before he died, that slavery was a great wrong, 
and that he would free the solitary Negro he then owned 
if he could think it right to give away the property of the 
family when he was so straitened in means. My mate 
retorted that a mere impulse was nothing — ^anybody 
could pretend to a good impulse; and went on decrying 
my Unionism and libeling my ancestry. A month later 
the secession atmosphere had considerably thickened on 
the Lower Mississippi, and 1 became a rebel; so did he. 
We were together in New Orleans the 26th of January, 
when Louisiana went out of the Union. He did his full 
share of the rebel shouting, but was bitterly opposed to 
letting me do mine. He said that 1 came of bad stock — 
of a father who had been willing to set slaves free. In 
the following summer he was piloting a Federal gunboat 
and shouting for the Union again, and I was in the Con- 
federate army. I held his note for some borrowed money. 
He was one of the most upright men I ever knew, but 
he repudiated that note without hesitation because I was 
a rebel and the son of a man who owned slaves. 

In that summer — of 1861 — the first wash of the wave 
of war broke upon the shores of Missouri. Our State 
was invaded by the Union forces. They took possession 
of SL Louis, Jefferson Barracks, and some other points. 
The Governor, Claib Jackson, issued his proclamafion 
calling out fifty thousand militia to repel the invader. 

I was visiting in the small town where my boyhood 
had been spent — ^Hannibal, Marion County. Several of 
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us got together iu a secret place by night and formed 
ourselves into a military company. One Tom Lyman, 
a young fellow of a good deal of spirit but of no military 
experience, was made captain; I was made second lieu- 
tenant. We had no first lieutenant; I do not know why; 
it was long ago. There were fifteen of us. By the advice 
of an innocent connected with the organization we 
called ourselves the Marion Rangers. I do- not. remember 
that anyone found fault with the name. I did not; I 
thought it sounded quite well. The young fellow who pro- 
posed this title was perhaps a fair sample of the kind of 
stuff we were made of. He was young, ignorant, good- 
natured, well-meaning, trivial, full of romance, and given 
to reading chivalric novels and singing forlorn love-dit- 
ties. He had some pathetic little nickel-plated aristocratic 
instincts, and detested his name, which was Dunlap; de- 
tested it, partly because it was nearly as common in that 
region as Smith, but mainly because it had a plebian 
sound to his ear. So he tried to ennoble it by writing it 
in this way: d’ Unlap. That contented bis eye, but left his 
ear unsatisfied, for people gave the new name the same 
old pronunciation — emphasis on the front end of it. He 
then did the bravest thing that can be imagined — a 
thing to make one shiver when one remembers how the 
world is given to resenting shams and affectations; he 
began to write^his name so: d’Un Lap. And he waited 
patiently through the long storm of mud that was flung 
at this work of art, and he had his reward at last; for he 
lived to see that name accepted, and the emphasis put 
where he wanted it by people who had known him all 
his life, and to whom the tribe of Dunlaps had been as 
familiar as the^ rain and the sunshine for forty years. So 
sure of victory at last is the courage that can wait. He 
said he had found, by consulting some ancient French 
chronicles, that the name was rightly and originally writ- 
ten d’Un' Lap; and said thaf if it were translated into— 
English it would mean Peterson; Lap, Latin or Grp'- 
he said, for stone or rock, same as the French, pf 
that is to say, Peter; d\ of or from; un, a or one; he 
^’Un Lap, of or from a stone or a Peter; that is to 
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and nurse our scratches and bruises. Lyman was an- 
noyed, but the rest of us were cheerful; we had flanked 
the farmhouse, we had made our first military movement, 
and it was a success; we had nothing to fret about, we 
were feeling just the other way. Horse-play and laugh- 
ing began again; the expedition was become a holiday 
frolic once more. 

Then we had Uvo more hours of dull trudging and 
ultimate silence and depression; then, about dawn, we 
straggled into New London, soiled, heel-blistered, fagged 
with our little march, and all of us except Stevens in a 
sour and raspy humor and privately down on the war. We 
stacked our shabby old shotguns in Colonel Ralls’s bam, 
and then went in a body and breakfasted with that vet- 
eran of the Mexican War. Afterwards he took us to a 
distant meadow, and there in the shade of a tree we lis- 
tened to an old-fashioned speech from him, full of gun- 
powder arj^ glory, full of that adjective-piling, mixed met- 
aphor, ■'’iSnd v/indy declamation which were regarded as 
^ eloquence in that ancient time and that remote region; 
Vand then he swore us on the Bible to be faithful to the' 
*^tate of Missouri and drive ail invaders from her soil, 

■ ' matter whence they might come or under what flag 
they might march. This mixed us considerably, and we 
could not make out just what service we were embarked 
■in; but Colonel Ralls, the practiced politician and phrase- 
juggler, was not similarly in doubt; he knew quite clearly 
, ' that he had invested us in the cause of the Southern 
Confederacy. He closed the solemnities by belting around 
me the sword which his neighbor. Colonel Brown, had 
worn at Buena Vista and Moiino del Rey; and he ac- 
companied this act with another impressive blast. 

Then we formed in line of battle and marched four 
miles to a shady and pleasant piece of woods on the bor- 
■ der'of the far-reaching expanses of a flowery prairie. It 
was an enchanting region for war — our kind of war. 

We pierced the forest about half a mile, and took up 
a. strong position, with some low, rocky, and wooded 
hills behind us, and a purling, limpid creek in front. 
Straightway half the command were in swimming add'. 
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the other hElf fishing. The ass with the French name gave 
this position a romantic title, but it was too long, so the 
boys shortened and simplified it to Camp Ralls. 

We occupied an old maple sugar camp, whose half- 
rotted troughs were still propped against the trees. A 
long corn-crib served for sleeping quarters for the bat- 
tahon. On our left, half a mile away, were Mason’s 
farm and house; and he was a friend to -the cause. 
Shortly after noon the farmers began to arrive from 
several directions," with mules and horses for our use, and 
'' these they lent us for as long as the war mi gh t last, which 
they judged would be about three months. The animals 
were of all sizes, all colors, and all breeds. They were 
mainly young and frisky, and nobody in the command 
could stay on them long at a time; for we were town boys, 
and ignorant of horsemanship. The creature that fell to 
my share was a very small mule, and yet so quick and 
active that it could throw me without difficulty; and it 
did this whenever I got on it. Then it would bray — 
stretching its neck out, laying its ears back, and spread- 
ing its jaws till you could see down to its works. It was 
a disagreeable anim al in every way. If I took it by the 
bridle and tried to lead it off the grounds, it would sit 
down and brace back, and no one could budge it. How- 
ever, I was not entirely destitute of military resources, 
and I did presently manage to spoil this game; for I had 
seen man y a steamboat aground in my time, and knew 
a trick or two which even a grounded mule would be 
obliged to respect. There was a well by the corn-crib; 
so I substituted thirty fathom of rope for the bridle, and 
fetched him home with the windlass. 

I will anticipate here sufficiently to say that we did 
learn to ride, after some days’ practice, but never well. 
We could not team to like our animals; they were not 
choice ones, and most of them had annoying peculiarife , 
of one kin d or another. Stevens’s horse would carry him, . 
when he was not noticing, under the huge excrescences 
which form on the trunks of oak trees, and 
out of the saddle; in this way Stevens ^ 
hurts. Sergeant Bowers’s horse was very- 
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with slim, long legs, and looked like a railroad bridge. 
His size enabled him to reach all about, and as far as 
he wanted to, with his head; so he was always biting 
Bowers’s legs. On the march, in the sun. Bowers slept a 
good deal; and as soon as the horse recognized that he 
was asleep he would reach around and bite him on the 
leg. His legs were black and blue with bites. This was 
the only thing that could ever make him swear, but this 
always did; whenever his horse bit him he always swore, 
and of course Stevens, who laughed at everything, 
laughed at this, and would even get into such convul- 
sions over it as to lose his balance and fall off his horse; 
and then Bowers, already irritated by the pain of the 
horse-bite, would resent the laughter with hard language, 
and there would he a quarrel; so that horse made no end 
of trouble and bad blood in the command. 

However I will get back to where I was — our first 
afternoon in the sugar-camp. The sugar-troughs came 
very handy as horse-troughs, and we had plenty of corn 
to fill them with. I ordered Sergeant Bowers to feed my 
mule; but he said that if 1 reckoned he went to war to 
be a dry-nurse to a mule, it wouldn’t take me very long 
to find out my mistake. I believed that this was insubordi- 
nation, but I was full of uncertainties about everything 
military, and so I let the thing pass, and went and or- 
dered Smith, the blacksmith’s apprentice, to feed the 
mule; but he merely gave me a large, cold, sarcastic grin, 
such as an ostensibly seven-year-old horse gives you 
when you lift his lip and find he is fourteen, and turned 
bis back on me. I then went to the captain, and asked 
.if it was not right and proper and military for me to 
have an orderly. He said it was, but as there was only 
one orderly in the corps, it was but right that he himself 
should have Bowers on his staff. Bowers said he wouldn’t 
.serve on anybody’s staff; and if anybody thought he 
could make him, let him try it. So, of course, the thing 
had to be dropped; there was no other way. 

. Next, nobody would cook; it was considered a deg- 
radation; so we had no dinner. We lazied the rest of 
the pleasant afternoon away, some dozing under the 
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trees, some smoking cob-pipes and talking sweeth.earts 
and war, some playing games. By late supper-time 'all 
hands were famished; and to meet the difficulty all hands 
turned to, on an equal footing, and gathered wood, built 
fires, and cooked the meal. Afterwards everything was 
smooth for a while; then trouble broke out between the 
corporal and the sergeant, each claiming to rank the 
other. Nobody knew which was the higher office; so Ly- 
man had to settle the matter by making the rank of 
both officers equal. The commander of an ignorant crew 
like that has many troubles and vexations which prob- 
ably do not occur io-the regular army at all. However, 
with the song-singing and yarn-spinning around the camp- 
fire, everything presently became serene' again; and by 
and by we raked the corn down level in one end of the 
crib, and all went to bed on it, tying a horse to the door, 
so that he would neigh if anyone tried to get in.* 

We had some horsemanship drill every forenoon; then, 
afternoons, we rode oS here and there in squads a few 
miles, and visited the farmers’ girls, and had^a youthful 
good time, and got an honest good dmner or supper, and 
then home again to camp, happy and content 

For a time life was idly delicious, it was perfect; there 
was nothing to mar it. Then came some farmers with an 
alarm one day. They said it was rumored that the enemy 
were advancing in our direction from over Hyde’s prairie. 
The result was a sharp stir among us, and general con- , 
sternation. It was a rude awakening from our pleasant 

• It was ahvays my impression that that tvas what the horse tvas 
there for, and I know that it was also the impression of at least one 
other of the command, for we talked about it at the time, and 
admired the military ingenuity of the device; but when I was out 
W^est, three years ago, I was told by Mr. A. G. Fuqua, a member 
of our company, that the horse .was his; tliat the leaving him tied 
at the door was a matter of mere forgetfulness,_and that to at-- 
tribute it to intelligent invention was to give h' raudi 

credit. In support of his position he called --- ^n to the 
suggestive fact that the artifice w 
thought of that before. 
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trance. The rumor was but a rumor — nothing definite 
about it; so. in the confusion, we did not know which 
way to retreat. Lyman was for not retreating at all in 
these uncertain circumstances; but he found that if he 
’tried to maintain that attitude he would fare badly, for 
the command were in no humor to put up with insubor- 
dination. So he yielded the point and called a council of 
war — to consist of himself and the three other officers; 
but the privates made such a fuss about being left out that 
' we had to allow them to remain, for they were already 
present, and doing the most of the talking too. The ques- 
tion was, which way to retreat; but all were so flurried 
that nobody seemed to have even a guess to offer. Except 
Lyman. He explained in a few calm words that, inas- 
much as the enemy were approaching from over Hyde’s 
prairie, our course was simple; all we had to do was 
not to retreat toward him; any other direction would 
answer our needs perfectly. Everybody saw in a moment 
\ how true this was, and how wise; so Lyman got a great 
'■ many compliments. It was now decided that we should 
i fall back on Mason's farm. 

It was after dark by this lime, and as we could not 
know how soon the enemy might arrive, it did not seem 
best to try to take the horses and things with us; so we 
only took the guns and ammunition, and started at once. 
The route was very rough and hilly and rocky, and pres- 
ently the night grew very black and rain began to fall; 
so we had a troublesome lime of it. stniggling and stum- 
bling along in the dark: and soon some person slipped, 
and fell, and then the next person behind stumbled over 
him and fell, and so did the rest, one after the other; 
and then Bowers came w’ith the keg of powder in his 
■ arms, while the command were all mixed together, arms 
• and legs, on the muddy slope; and so he fell, of course, 
with the keg, and this started the whole detachment down 
the hill in a body, and they landed in the brook at the 
. bottoin in a pile, and each that %vas undermost pulling 
the hair and scratching and biting those that were on top 
of him; and those that svere being scratched and bitten 
, scratching and* biting the rest in their turn, and all saying 
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they would die before they would ever go to war again if 
they ever got out of this brook this time, and the invader 
might rot for all they cared, and the country along with 
him — and all such talk as that, which was dismal to hear 
and take part in, in such smothered, low voices, and such 
a grisly dark place and so wet, and the enemy, maybe, 
coming any moment. 

The keg of powder was lost, and the guns, too; so 
the growling and complaining continued straight along 
while the -brigade pawed around the pasty hillside and- 
slopped aroimd in the brook hunting for these things; 
consequently we lost considerable time at this; and then 
we heard a sound, and held our breath and listened, and 
it seemed to be the enemy coming, though it could have 
been a cow, for it had a cough like a cow; but we did 
not wait, but left a couple of guns behind and struck, 
out for Mason’s again as briskly as we could scramble 
along in the dark. But we got lost presently among the 
rugged little ravines, and wasted a deal of time finding 
the way again, so it was after nine when we reached 
Mason’s stile at last; and then before we could open our 
mouths to give the countersign several dogs came bound- 
ing over the fence, with great riot and noise, and each 
of them took a soldier by the slack of his trousers and 
began to back away with him. We could not shoot the 
dogs without endangering the persons they were attached 
to; so we had to look on helpless, at what was perhaps 
the most mortifying spectacle of the Civil War. There 
was light enough, and to spare, for the Masons had now 
run out on the porch with candles in their hands. The 
old man and his son came and undid the dogs without 
difficulty, all but Bowers’s; but they couldn’t imdo his 
dog, they didn’t know his combination; he was of the 
bull' kind, and seemed to be set with a Yale time-lock; 
but they got him loose at last with some scalding water, - 
of which Bowers got his share and returned thanks. Pe- 
terson Dunlap afterwards made up a fine name for this 
engagement, and also for the night march which preceded ' 
it, but both have long ago faded out of nv^t^mory. 

'We now went into the house, ar-* "" 
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a world of questions, whereby it presently came out that 
we did not know anything concerning who or what we 
were running from; so the old gentleman made himself 
very frank, and said we were a curious breed of soldiers, 
and guessed we could be depended on to end up the war in 
time, because no government could stand the expense of 
the shoe-leather we should cost it trying to follow us 
around. “Marion Rangers! good name, b’gosh!” said he. 
And wanted to know why we hadn’t had a picket-guard at 
•the place where the road entered the prairie, and why we 
hadn’t sent out- a scouting party to spy out the enemy and 
bring us an account of his strength, and so on, before jump- 
ing up and stampeding out of a strong position upon a mere 
vague rumor — and so on, and so forth, tiU he made us aU 
feel shabbier than the dogs had done, not half so enthusi- 
astically welcome. So we went to bed shamed and low- 
spirited; except Stevens, Soon Stevens began to devise a 
garment for Bowers which could be made to automatically 
display his battle-scars to the grateful, or conceal them 
from the envious, according to his occasions; but Bowers - 
was in no humor for this, so there was a fight, and when 
it was over Stevens had some battle-scars of his own to 
think about 

Then we got a little sleep. But after all we had gone 
through, our activities were not over for the night; for 
about two o’clock in the morning we beard a shout of 
warning from down the lane, accompanied by a chorus 
from all the dpgs, and in a moment everybody was up and 
flying around to find out what the alarm was about. The 
alarmist was a horseman who gave notice that a detach- 
ment of . Union soldiers was on its way from Hannibal 
with orders to capture and hang any bands like ours which 
it could find, and said we had no time to lose. Farmer 
Mason was in a flurry this time himself. He hurried us out 
of- the house with all haste, and sent one of his Negroes 
with us to show us where to hide ourselves and our telltale 
guns among the ravines half a mile away. It was rainina 
heavily. . 

We struck down the lane, then across some rocky pas-, 
ture-land which offered good advantages for stumbling;.-, 
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consequently we were down in the mud most of th'c f 

St ?hrr SttLSeTotst 

Oder the streammg trees, and sent the Negro back hnm, 
was a dismal and heart-breaking time. We were likp t 

and the boommg thunder, and- blinded by the liahtnln- 1 
was, indeed, a wild night. The drenching we S gettin 
was misety enough, but a deeper misery still was the re 
flection that the halter might end us before we were a 

shameful sort had not occurred tc 
us as bemg among the possibilities of war. It took the ro- 
mance aU out of the campaign, and turned our dreams of 
^o^ mto a-repulsive nightmare. As for doubtins that so 
bartarous an order had been given, not one of us “did that 
The long mght wore itself out at last, and then the 
. Negro came to us with the news that the alarm had mani- 
festly been a false one, and that breakfast would soon be 
ready. Straightway we were light-hearted again, and the 
world was bright, and life as full of hope and promise as 
ever — for we were young then. How long ago that wact 
Twenty-four years. 

The mongrel child of philology named the night’s refuoe 
Camp Devastation, and no soul objected. The Masons gave 
us a Missouri country breakfast, in Missourian abundance 
and we needed it; hot biscuits; hot “wheat bread,” prettily 
criss-crossed in a lattice pattern on top; hot corn poc’- 
fried chicken; bacon, coffee, eggs, milk, buttermilk, etc; 
and the world may be confidently challenged to furnish ti-** 
equal of such a breakfast, as it is cooked in the South. 

We stayed several days at Mason’s; and after all 
years the memory of the dullness, and stillness, andErcc:" 
ness of that slumberous farmhouse still oppreies r" ^ - 
as with a sense of the presence of death anc 
There was nothing to do, nothing to think afxr- 
no interest in life. The male part of the 
away in the fields all day. the women w 
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of our sight; there was no sound but the plaintive wailing 
of a spinning-wheel, forever moaning out froin some dis- 
tant room — the most lonesome sound in nature, a sound 
steeped and sodden with homesickness and the emptiness 
of life. The family went to bed about dark every night, 
and as we were not invited to intrude any new customs we 
naturally followed theirs. Those nights were a hundred 
years long to youths accustomed to being up till twelve.- We 
lay awake and miserable till that hour every time, and 
grew old and decrepit waiting through the still eternities 
for the clock-strikes. This was no place for town boys. So 
at last it was with something very like joy that we received 
news that the enemy were on our track again. With a new 
birth of the old warrior spirit we sprang to our places in . 
line of battle and fell back on Camp Ralls. 

Captain Lyman had taken a hint from Mason’s talk, and- - 
he now gave orders that our camp should be guarded 
against surprise by the posting of pickets. I was ordered to 
place a picket at the forks of the road in Hyde’s prairie. 
Night shut down black and threatening. I told Sergeant 
Bowers to go out to that place and stay till niidnight; and, 
just as I was expecting, he said he wouldn’t do it. I tried 
to get others to go, but all refused. Some excused them- , 
selves on account of the weather; but the rest were frank 
enough to say they wouldn’t go in any kind of weather. 
This kind of thing sounds odd now, and impossible,' but 
there was no surprise in it at the time. On the contrary, it 
seemed a perfectly natural thing to do. There were scores 
of little camps scattered over Missouri where the same 
thing was happening. These camps were composed of 
. young men who had been bom and reared to a sturdy inde- 
pendence, and who did not know what it meant to be 
ordered around by Tom, Dick, and Harry, whoni they had 
■ known familiarly all their lives, in the village or on the - 
farm. It is quite within the probabilities that this same 
thing was happening all over' the South. James Redpath 
recognized the justice of this assumption, and furnished the 
following instance in support of it. During a short stay in 
East Tennessee he was in a .citizen colonel’s tent one day 
talking, when a big private appeared at the door, and, wi^r 
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out salute or other circumlocution, said to the colonel:” 

“Say, Jim, I’m a-goin’ home for a few days.” ' • 

“What for?” 

“Well, I hain’t b’en there for a right smart while, and 
I’d like to see how things is cornin’ on.” 

“How long are you going to- be gone?” 

“ ’Bout two weeks.” 

“Well, don’t be gone longer than that; and get back 
sooner if you can.’l 

That was all, and the citizen ofiBcer resumed his conver- 
sation where the private had broken it off. This was in the 
first months of the war, of course. TTie camps in our part' 
of Missouri- were under Brigadier-General Thomas H. Har- 
ris. He was a townsman of ours, a first-rate fellow, and well 
liked; but we had all familiarly known him as the sole and 
modest-salaried operator in out telegraph office, where he 
had to send about one dispatch-a-week in ordinary times, 
and two when there was a rush of business; consequently, 
when be appeared in our midst one day, on the wing, and 
delivered a military command of some sort, in a large 
military fashion, nobody was surprised at the response 
which he got from the assembled soldiery: 

“Oh, how, what’ll you take to don’t, Tom Harris?” 

It was quite the natural thing. One might justly imagine 
that we were hopeless material for war. And so we seemed, 
in our ignorant state; but there were those among us who 
afterwards learned the grim trade; learned to obey like ma- 
chines; became valuable soldiers; fought all through the 
war, and came out at the end with excellent records. One 
of the very' boys who refused to go out on picket duty that 
night, and called me an ass for thinking he would expose 
himself to danger in such a foolhardy way, had become 
distinguished for intrepidity before he was a year older. 

• I did secure my picket that night — not by authority, but 
by diplomacy. I> got Bowers to go by agreeing to exchange 
ranks with him for the time being, and go along ar^ ’ 
the watch with him as his subordinate. We stayed o 
a couple of dreary hours in the pitchy darkness 
rain, with nothing to modify the dreariness but 
monotonous growlings at the war and the weather^/ 
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began to nod, and presently found it next to impossible to 
stay in the saddle; so we gave up the tedious job, and went 
back to the camp without waiting for the relief guard. We 
rode into camp without interruption or objection from any- 
body, and the enemy could have done the same, for there 
■were no sentries. Everybody was asleep; at midrd^t there 
was nobody to send out another picket, so none was sent. 

■ We never tried to establish a watch at nig^t again, as far 

as I remember, but we generally kept a picket out in the 
daytime. , _ 

• In. that camp the whole command slept on the com in 
the big com-crib',. and there was usually“a general row be- 
fore morm'ng, for the place was full, of rats, and they would 
scramble over the boys’ bodies and faces, annoying rmd 
irritating everybody; and now and then they would bite 
someone’s toe, and the person who owned the toe would 
start up and magnify his English and begin to throw corn 
in the dark. The ears were half as heavy as bricks, . and , 
when they struck they hurt. The persons struck would re- 
spond, and inside of five minutes every man would, be 
locked in a death-grip with his neighbor. There was a 
grievous deal of blood shed in the com-crib, but this was 
all that was spilled while I was in the war. No, that is not 
quite true. But for one circumstance it would have been 
, all. I will come to that now. 

Our scares were frequent. Every few days rumors would , 
come that the enemy were approaching. In these cases we 
■- always fell back on some other camp of ours; we never 
stayed where we were. But the rumors always turned out 
to be false; so at last even we -began to grow indifferent 
to them. One night a Negro was sent to our com-crib with 

■ the same old warning: the enemy was hovering in our 
neighborhood. We all said let him hover. We resolved to 
stay still and be comfortable. It was a fine warlike resolu- 
tion, and no doubt we all felt the stir of it in our, veins — 
for a moment. We had been having a very jolly time, that 
was full of horse-play and school-boy hilarity; but that 
cooled down now, and presently the fast-waning fire of 

, forced jokes and forced laughs died out altogether, ■ and 
the company, became silent. Silent and nervous. And soon 
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uneasy — worried — apprehensive. We had said we would 
stay, and we were committed. We could have been per- 
suaded to go, but there was nobody brave enough to sug- 
gest it. An almost noiseless movement presently began in 
the dark by a general but unvoiced impulse. When the/ 
movement was completed each man knew that he was not 
the only person who had crept to the front wall and had his 
eye at a crack between the logs. No, we were all there; all 
there with our hearts in our throats, and staring out toward ' 
the sugar-troughs where the forest footpath came through. 
It was late, and there was a deep woodsy stillness every- 
where. There was a veiled moonlight, which was only just 
strong enough to enable us to mark the general shape of 
objects. Presently a muffled sound caught our ears, and we 
recognized it as the hoof-beats of a horse or horses. And 
right away a figure appeared in the forest path; it could . 
have been made of smoke, its mass had so little sharpness 
of outline. It was a man on horseback, and it seemed to 
me that there were others behind him. I got hold of a gun 
in the dark, and pushed it through a crack between the 
logs, hardly knowing what I was doing, I was so dazed 
with fright. Somebody said, “Fire!” I pulled the trigger. I 
seemed to see a hundred flashes and hear a hundred re- 


ports; then I saw the man fall down out of the saddle. My 
first feeling was of surprised gratification; my first impulse 
was an apprentice-sportsman’s impulse to run and pick up 

his game. Somebody said, hardly audibly, “Good ^we’ve 

got him! — wait for the. rest.” But the rest did not come. We 


waited — hstened — still no more came. There was not a 
sound, not the whisper of a leaf; just perfect stillness; an 
uncanny kind of stillness, which was all the more uncanny 
on account of the damp, earthy, late-night smells now ris- 
ing and pervading it. Then, wondering, we crept stealthily 
out, and approached the man. When ,we got to him the 
moon revealed him distinctly. He was lying on his back 
with his arms abroad; his mouth was open and his chest 
heaving with long gasps, and his white shirt-front w'as all 
splashed with blood. The thought shot through me that I 
was a murderer; that I had killed a man-a man who had 
never done me any harm. That, was the coldest- sensation 
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that .ever went through my marrow. I was down by him in 
a moment, helplessly stroking his forehead; and I would 
have given anything then — ^my own life freely — to make 
him again what he had been five minutes' before. And all 
the boys seemed to be feeling in the same way; they hung 
over him, full of pitying interest, and tried all they could to 
help Mm, and said all sorts of regretful things. They had 
forgotten all about the enemy; they thought only of this 
one forlorn unit of the foe. Once my imagination per- 
suaded me that the dying man gave me a reproachful look 
out of -his shadowy eyes, and it seemed to me that I could 
rather he had stabbed me than done that. He muttered and 
mumbled like a dreamer in Ms sleep about his wife and his 
cMld; and I thought with a new despair, ‘TMs tMng that I 
have done does not end svith Mm; it falls upon them too, 
and they never did me any harm, any more than he.” ' 

In a little while the man was dead. He was killed in war; 
killed in fair and legitimate war; killed in battle, as you 
may say; and yet he was as sincerely mourned by the op- 
posing force as if he had been their brother. The boys stood 
there a half-hour sorrowing over Mm, and recalling the de- 
tails of the tragedy, and wondering who he might be, and 
if he were a spy, and saying that if it were to do over 
again they would not hurt him unless he attacked them ’ 
first. It soon came out that mine was not the only shot 
fired; there were five others — a division of the guilt which 
was a great relief to me, since it in some degree lightened 
and diminished the burden I was carrying. There were six 
shots fired at once; but I was not in my right mind at the 
time, and my heated imagination had magnified my one 
shot into a volley. 

The man was not in uniform, and was not armed. He 
was;a stranger in the country; that was all we ever found 
out about him. The thought of him got to preying upon me 
every night; I could not get rid of it. I could not drive it 
away, the taking of that unoffending life seemed such a. 
wanton thing. And it seemed an epjtome of war; that all 
w^ must be- just that — the killing of strangers against 
whom you. feel no personal animosity; strangers whom, in 
other circumstances, you would help if you found them in 
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trouble, and who would help you if you needed it. My 
campaign was spoiled. It seemed to me that I was' not 
rightly equipped for this awful business; that war was in- 
tended for men, and I, for a child’s nurse. I resolved to 
retire from this avocation of sham soldiership while I could 
save some remnant of my self-respect. These morbid 
.thoughts clung to me against reason; for at bottom I did 
not believe I had touched that man. The law of probabili- 
ties decreed me guiltless of his blood; for in all my small 
experience with guns I had never hit anything I had tried 
to hit, and I knew I had done my best to hit him . Yet there 
was no solace in the thought. Against a diseased imagina- 
tion demonstration goes for nothing. 

The rest of my war experience was of a piece with what 
I have, already told of it. We kept monotonously falling 
back upon one camp or another, and eating up the coun- 
try. I marvel now at the patience of the farmers and their 
families. They ought to have shot us; on the contrary, they 
were as hospitably kind and courteous to us as if we had 
deserved it. In one of these camps we found Ab Grimes, 
an Upper Mississippi pilot, who afterwards became famous 
as a dare-devil rebel spy, whose career bristled with des- 
perate adventures. The look and style of his comrades sug- ■ 
gested that they had not come into the war to play, and 
their deeds made good the conjecture later. They were fine 
horsemen and good revolver shots; but their favorite arm ■ 
was the lasso. Each had one at his pommel, and could 
snatch a man out of the saddle with it every time, on a full 
gallop, at any reasonable distance. 

In another camp the chief was a fierce and profane old 
blacksmith of sixty, and he had furnished his twenty re- ' 
emits with gigantic home-made bowie-knives, to be' savay 
with two hands, like the machetes of the Ist^ns. It 
grisly spectacle to see that earnest band practicing tnea 
murderous cuts and slashes under the eye of that reaien- 
less old fanatic. , ^ 

_The last camp which we fell back up'^- 
near the village of Florida, where I was 
County. Here we were warned one day, . ^ , 

nel was sweeping down on us with a ! ' 
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heel.- TMs looked decidedly serious. Our boys went ap^ 
and consulted; then we went back and told the other com- 
panies present that the war was a disappointment to us, 
and we were going to disband. They were getting ready 
themselves to fall back on some place or other, and were 
only waiting for General Tom Harris, who was expected 
to arrive at any moment; so they tried to persuade us to 
wait a little while, but the majoritj’ of us said no, we were 
accustomed to falling back, and didn’t need any of Tom 
Harris’s help; we could get along perfectly- well without 
him — and save time, too. So about half of our fifteen, in- 
cluding myself, mounted and left on the instant; the others 
yielded to persuasion and stayed — stayed through the war. 

An hour later we met General Harris on the road, with 
two or three people in his company — his staff, probably, 
but we could not tell; none of them were in uniform; uni- 
forms had not come into vogue among us yet. Harris or- 
dered us back; but we told him there was a Union colonel 
coming with a whole regiment in his wake, and it looked ■ 
as if there was going to be a disturbance; so we had con- 
cluded to go home. He raged a little, but it was of no use; 
our minds were made up. We had done our share; had 
. killed one man, exterminated one array, such as it was; let 
him go and kill the rest, and that would end the war. I did 
not see that brisk young general again until last year; then 
he was wearing white hair and whiskers. 

In time I came to know that Union colonel whose com- 
ing frightened me out of the war and crippled the Southern 
cause to that extent — General Grant. I came within a few 
hours of seeing him when he was as unknown as I was 
myself; at a time when anybody could have said, “Grant? 
— Ulysses S. Grant? 1 do not remember hearing the name 
before.” It seems difficult to realize that there was once a 
time when such a remark could be rationally made; but 
there was, and I was within a few miles of the place and 
the occasion, too, though proceeding in the other direction. 

The thoughtful will not throw this war paper of mine 
lightly aside as being valueless. It has this value: it is a not ' 
unfair picture of what went on in many and many a militia 
camp in the first months of the rebellion, when the green 
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recruits were without discipline, without the steadying and 
heartening influence of trained leaders; when all. their cir- 
cumstances were new and strange, and charged with exag- 
gerated terrors, and before the invaluable experience of 
actual coUfeion in the field had turned them, from rabbits 
into soldiers. If this side of the picture of that early day 
has not before been put into history, then history has been 
to that degree incomplete, for it had and has its rightful 
place. there> There was more Bull Run material scattered 
through the early camps of this country than exhibited 
itself at Bull Rim. And yet it learned its trade presently, 
and helped to fight the great battles later. I could have be- 
come a soldier myself if I had waited. I had got part of it 
learned; I knew more about retreating than the man that 
invented retreating. 


My First Lie, and How I Got Out of It 


As I understand it, what you desire is information about 
“my first lie, and how I got out of it.” I was born in 1835; 
I am well along, and my memory is not as good as it was. 
If you had asked about my first truth it would have been 
easier for me and kinder of you, for I remember that 
fairly well; I remember it as if it were last week. The- 
family think it was week before, but that is flattery and 
probably has a selfish project back of it. When a person 
has b^ome seasoned by experience and has reached the 
age of sixty-four, which is file age of discretion, he likes 
a family compliment. as well as ever, but he does not lose 
his head over it as in the old innocent days. 

I do not remember my first lie, it is too far back; but I 
remember my second one very well. I was nine days old 
at the time, and had noticed that if a pin was sticking in 
me and I advertised it in the usual fashion, I was lovingly 


; From T/ie Man That Corrupted Hadteyburg. 
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petted and coddled and pitied in a most agreeable way and 
got a ration between meals besides. It was human nature 
to want to get these riches, and 1 fell. I lied about the pin 
— advertising one when there wasn’t any. You would have 
done it; George Washington did it; anybody would have 
done it. During the first half of my life I never knew a 
child that was able to rise above that temptation and keep 
from telling that lie. Up to 1867 all the civilized children 
that were ever born into the world were liars — including 
George. Then the safety-pin came in and blocked the 
game. But is that reform worth anything? No; for it is re- 
form by force and has no virtue in it; it merely stops that 
form of lying; it doesn't impair the disposition to lie, by a 
shade. It is the cradle application of conversion by fire and 
sword, or of the temperance principle through prohibition. 

To return to that early lie. They found no pin, and they 
realized that another liar had been added to the world’s 
supply. For by grace of a rare inspiration, a quite com- 
monplace but seldom noticed fact was borne in upon their 
understandings — that almost all lies are acts, and speech 
ha.s no part in them. Then, if they examined a little further 
they recognized that all people are liars from the cradle 
onward, without exception, and that they begin to lie as 
soon as they wake in the morning, and keep it up, without 
rest or refreshment, until they go to sleep at night. K they . 
arrived at that truth it probably grieved them — did, if 
they had been heedlessly and ignorantly educated by their 
books and teachers; for why should a person grieve over 
a thing which by the eternal law of his make he cannot 
help? He didn't invent the law; it is merely his business to 
obey it and keep still; join the universal conspiracy and 
keep so still that he shall deceive his fellow-conspirators 
into imagining that he doesn't know that the law exists. It 
•is what we all do — we that know, I am speaking of the 
lie of silent assertion: we can tell it without saying a word, 
and we all do it — ^we that know. In the magnitude of its 
territorial spread it is one of the most majestic lies that the 
civilizations make it their sacred and anxious care to guard 
and watch and propagate. • 

For instance; It would not be possible for a humane 
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and intelligent person to invent a rational excuse for sl^" 
ery; yet you will remember that in the early days oj the 
em^cipation agitation in the North, the agitators got but 
small help or coimtenance from anyone. Argue and plead 
and pray as they might, they could not break the universal 
stillness that reigned, frotn pulpit and press all the way 
down to the bottom of society — the clammy stmness 
created and maintained by the lie of silent assertion the 
silent assertion that there wasn’t anything going on in 
which humane and intelligent people were interested. 

From the beginning of the Dreyfus case to the end of it, - 
all France, except a couple of dozen moral paladins, lay 
under the smother of the silent-assertion lie that no wrong 
was being done to a persecuted and unoffending man. The 
like smother was over England lately, a good half of the 
population silently letting on that they-were not av/are that 
Mr. Chamberlain was trying to manufacture a war in South 
Mrica and was willing to pay fancy prices for the mate- 
rials. ■ 

Now there we have instances of three prominent ostensi- 
ble civilizations working the silent-assertion lie. Could one 
■find other instances in the three countries? I think so. Not 


so very many,, perhaps, but say a billion — ^just so as to 
keep within bounds. Are those countries worl^g that kind 
of lie, day in and day out, in thousands and thousands of 
varieties, without ever resting? Yes, we know that to be 


true. The universal conspiracy of the silent-assertion he is 
hard at work always and ever 3 rwhere, and always in the 
interest of a stupidity or a sham, never in the interest of a 
thing fine or respectable. Is it the most timid and shabby of 
^ lies? It seems to have the look of it. For ages and ages 
- it has mutely labored in the interest of despotisms and- 
aristocrades Md chattel slaveries, and mflitary slaveries, 
and reli^om slaveries, and has kept them ahvej keeps them 
ahve yet, here and there and yonder, all about the globe- 
Md go_ on keeping them alive until the sflent-asser- 
pon he .rehrw from business— the silent assertion that 

L^e of‘lnd°^'r^ mteUigent men are 

What I am amvmg at is this: When whole rac^ and 
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when these people tell a lie of that sort it seems to scare 
them and unsettle their minds. It is a wonderful thing to 
see, and shows that they are all insane. In fact, it is a coim- 
try full of the most interesting superstitions. 

I have an En^h friend of twenty-five years’ standing, 
and yesterday when we were coming downtown on top of 
the ’bus I happened to tell him a lie— a modified one, of 
course; a half-breed, a mulatto: I can’t seem to tell any 
oUier kind now, the market is so flat. I was explaining to' 
him how I got out of an embarrassment in Axistria last 
year. I do not know what might have become- of me if I 
hadn’t happened to remember to tell the police that I be- - 
longed to the same fan^y as the Prince- of Wales. That 
made everything pleasant and they let me -go; and apolo- 
gized, too, and were ever so kind and obliging and polite, 
and couldn’t do too much for me, and explained how the 
mistake came to be made, and promised to hang the officer 
that did it, and hoped I would let bygones be bygones and 
not say anything about it; and I said they could depend on 
me. My friend said, austerely; 

“You call it a modified lie? Where is the modification?’’ 

I explained that it lay in the form of my statement to 
the police. 

“I didn’t say I belonged to the royal family: I only said 
I belonged to "the same family as the Prince — meaning the 
human family, of course; and if those people had had any 
penetration they would have known it. I can’t go around 
furnishing brains to the police; it is not to be expected.’’ 

“How did you feel after, that performance?’’ 

“Well, of course I was distressed to find that the police 
had misunderstood me, but as long as I had not told any - 
lie I knew there was no occasion to sit up nights and 
worry about it.” 

My friend struggled with the case several minutes, turn- 
ing it over and examining it in his mind; then he^aid that 
so far as he could see the modification was itself.' ' -being 
a misleading reservation of an explanatory f® had 

told two lies instead of one. ■ ■■ 

“I wouldn’t have done it,” said be: “I have 
lie, and I should be very to do such a I 
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Just then he lifted his hat and smiled a basketful of sur-^ 
prised and delighted smiles down at a gentleman who was 
passing in a hansom. 

“Who was that, G ?” 

“I don’t know.” 

‘Then why did you do that?" 

' “Because I saw he thought he knew me and was expect- 
ing it of me. If I hadn’t done it he would have been hurt." 
I didn’t want to embarrass him before the whole street.” 

“Well, your heart was right, G , and your act was 

right. What you did was kindly and courteous and beau- 
tiful; I would have done it myself: but it was a lie.” 

. “A lie? I didn't say a word. How do you make it out?” 

“I know you didn’t speak, still you said to him very 
plainly and enthusiastically in dumb show, ‘Hello! you in 
town? Awful glad to see you, old fellow; when did you get 
back?’ Concealed in your actions was what you have called 
‘a misleading reservation of an explanatory fact’ — the fact 
that you had never seen him before. You expressed joy in 
encountering him — a lie; and you made that reservation — 
another lie. It was my pair over again. But don’t be trou- 
bled — %se all do it." 

Two hours later, at dinner, when quite other matters 
were being discussed, he told how he happened along once 
just in the nick of time to do a great service for a family 
who were old friends of his. The head of it had suddenly 
died in circumstances and surroundings of a ruinously dis- 
graceful character. If known, the facts would break the 
hearts of the innocent family and put upon them a load of 
unendurable shame. There was no help but in a giant lie, 
and he girded up his loins and told it. 

‘The family never found out, G ?” 

“Never. In all these years they have never suspected. 
They were proud of him, and always had reason to be; they 
are proud of him yet, and to them his memory is sacred 
and stainless and beautiful.” 

‘They had a narrow escape, G ^ 

■ "Indeed they bad.” ^ 

“For the very next man that came along might have been 
one of these heartless and shameless truth-mongers.- You 
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have told the truth a millioa times in your life, G , .but 

that one golden lie atones for it all. Persevere.” 

Some may think me not strict enough in my morals, but 
that position is hardly tenable. There are many kinds of 
lying which I do not approve. I do not like an injurious lie, 
except when it injures somebody else; and I do not like the 
lie of bravado, nor the lie of virtuous ecstasy: the latter 
was affected by Bryant, the former by Carlyle. 

Mr. Bryant said, “Truth crushed to earth will rise again.” 

I have taken medals at thirteen world’s fairs, and may 
claim to be not without capacity, but I never told as big a 
one as that which Mr. Bryant was playing to the gallery; 
we all do it. Carlyle said, in substance, this — do not re- 
member the exact words r' “This gospel is eternal — that a 
lie shall not live.” 

I have a reverent affection for Carlyle’s books, and have 
read his Revolution eight times; and so I prefer to think 
. he was not entirely at himself when he told that one. To 
me it is plain that he said it in a moment of excitement, 
when chasing Americans out of his hack-yard with brick- 
bats. They used to go there and worship. At bottom he was 
probably fond of them, but he was always able to conceal 
it. He kept bricks for them, but he was not a good shot, 
and it is matter of history that when be fired they dodged, ' 
and carried off the brick; for as a nation we like relics, - 
and so long as we get them we do not much care what the. ■ 
reliquary thinks about it. I am quite sure that when he 
told that large one about a lie not being able to live, he had 
just missed an American and was over-excited. He told it. 
above thirty years ago, but it is alive yet; alive, and very - 
healthy and hearty, and likely to outlive any fact in his- 
tory. Carlyle was truthful when calm, but give him Amer- 
icans enough and bricks enough and he could have taiea 
medals himself. 

As regards that time that George Washington. toi^ 
truth, a word must be said, of course. It is the pris^ 

" jewel in the crown of America, and it is but 
we should work it for all it is worth, as Milt'-' 

“Lay of the Last Minstrel.” It was a time! 
truth, and I should have told it myself in 
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But I should have stopped there. It was a stately truth, a 
lofty truth — a Tower; and I think it was a mistake to go 
on and distract attention from its sublimity by building an- 
other Tower alongside of it fourteen times as high. I refer 
to his remark that he “could not lie.” I should have fed that 
to the marines; or left it to Carlyle; it is Just in his style. 
It would have taken a medal at any European fair, and 
would have got an Honorable Mention even at Chicago if 
it had been saved up. But let it pass; the Father of his 
Country was excited. I have been in those circumstances, 
and I recollect. 

With the truth he told I have no objection to offer, as 
already indicated. I think it was not premeditated, but an 
inspiration. With his fine military mind, he had probably 
arranged to let his brother Edward in for the cherry-tree 
results, but by an inspiration he saw his opportunity in 
time and took advantage of it. By telling the truth he. could 
astonish his father; his father would tell the neighbors; the 
neighbors would spread it; it would travel to all fireside; 
in the end it would make him President, and not only that, 
but First President. He was a far-seeing boy and would be 
likely to think of these things. Therefore, to my mind, he 
stands justified for what he did. But not for the other 
Tower; it was a mistake. Still, I don’t know about that; 
upon reflection I think perhaps it wasn’t. For indeed it is 
that Tower that makes the other one live. If he hadn’t said, 
“I cannot tell a lie,’’ there would have been no convulsion. 
That was the earthquake that rocked the planet. That is 
the kind of statement that lives forever, and a fact barna- 
cled to it has a good chance to share its immortality. 

To sum up, on the whole I am satisfied with things the 
way they are. There is a prejudice against the spoken lie, 
but none against any other, and by examination and mathe- 
matical computation 1 find that the proportion of the' 
spoken lie to the other varieties is as 1 to 22,894. There- 
fore the spoken lie is of no consequence, and it is not worth 
while to go around fussing about it and trying to make 
believe that it is an important matter. The silent colossal 
National Lie that is the support and confederate of all 
the tyrannies and shams and inequalities and unfairnesses 
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that afflict the peoples — that is the one to throw bricks and 
sermons at. But let us be judicious and let somebody else 
begin. 

And then — But I have wandered from my text. How did 
I get out of my second lie? I t hink I got out with- honor, 
but I cannot be sure, for it was a long time ago and some 
of the details have faded out of my memory. I. recollect 
that I was reversed and stretched across someone’s Imee, 
and that something happened, but I cannot now remember 
what it was. I think there was music; but it is all dim now 
and blurred by the lapse of time, and this may be only a 
senile fancy. 


■'I 

Plymouth Rock and the Pilgrims 


Address^aj the First Annual Dinner, New England 
Society, Philadelphia, December 22 , 1881 

On calling upon Mr. Clemens to make response. 
President RoUins said: 

“This sentiment has been assigned to one who was 
never exactly bom in New England, nor, perhaps, 
were any of his ancestors. He is not technically, there- 
fore, of New England descent. Under the painful crr- 
cumstances in which he has found himself, ho.'.e.e- 
he has done the best he could — he has had a.’l r..! 
children bom there, and has made of himself a 
.England ancestor. He is a self-made man. More nfar 
this, and better even, in cheerful, hopeful, he.','/ i 
literature he is of New England ascent. Jo nsieml 
there in anything that’s reasonable is difficult, for 
confidentially, with the door shut- -wc ,i// A'"'.'- 

From Mark Twain’s Speeches. Copvii^/u I'"" 

Brothers; Copyright 1938 by Ciani Clrnirir'. s.iiih''.'""./ 
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they are the brightest, ablest sons of that goodly land 
who never leave it, and it is among and above llt'etii 
that Mr. Twain has made his brilliant and permanent 
ascent — become a man ol mark.” 

I rise to protest. 1 have kept still for years, but really I 
think there is no sufficient justification for this sort of 
thing. What do you want to celebrate those people for? — 
those ancestors of \oiirs of lf-2f) — the Mayflower tribe, I 
mean. What do you want to celebrate them for? Your par- 
don; the gentleman at my leu a^sures me that you are not 
celebrating the Pilgiinis tbetnsohe.s, but the landing of the 
Pilgrims at Plymouth R<vk on the 22d of December, So 
you are celebrating their landing Why, the other pretext 
was thin enougli. but tin', is thinner than ever; the other 
was tissue, tinUul, li'li-bladder. hut this is gold-leaf. Cele- 
brating then landing' U'hat was there remarkable about 
it, I would like to know What can you be thinking of? 
Wby those Pilgnnis h,.d been at sea three or four months. 
It was the set', middle ul winter: it was as cold as death 
off Cape Cod theie Why .shouldn’t they come ashore? If- 
they hatin' t lauded theie would be some reason for cele- 
brating tlie tact, li would have been a case of monumental 
leatherheadcdncss which the world would not willingly let 
die. If It h.fd been yoa. gentlemen, you probably wouldn’t 
have landed, hut you h;ne no shadow of right to be cele- 
brating, in your ancestors, gilts which they did not exercise, 
but only transmitted. Why. to be celebrating the mere land- 
ing of the Pilgrims — to he treing to make out that this most 
natural and simple and enstomarv procedure was an ex- 
traordinary circumstance — a circumstance to be amazed 
at, and admired, agerandi/ed and glorified, at orgies like 
this for two hundred and siviy years — hang it, a horse 
would have known enough to land; a horse — Pardon 
again; the gentleman on mv right asKures me that it was 
not merely the landing of the Pilgiims that we are cele- 
brating, but the Pilgrims themselves. So we have struck an 
inconsistency here — one says it vvas the landing, the other 
says it was the Pilgrims, It is an inconsistency character- 
istic of your intractable and disputatious tribe, for you 
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never agree about anything but Boston, Well, then, what 
do you want to celebrate those Pilgrims for? They were a 
nughty hard lot— you know it I grant you, without the 
shghtest unwillingness, that they were a deal more gentle 
and merciful and just than''were the people of Emope of 
that day; I grant you that they are better than their prede- 
cessors. But what of that? — that is nothing. People always 
progress. You are better than your fathers and grand- 
fathers were (this is the first time I have ever aimed a 
measureless slander at the departed, for I consider such 
things improper). Yes, those among you who have not 
been in the penitentiary, if such there be, are better than 
your fathers and grandfathers were; but is that any suffi- 
cient reason for getting up annual dinners and celebrating 
you? No, by no means — by no means. Well, I repeat, those 
Pilgrims were a hard lot. They took good care of them- 
selves, but they abolished everybody else’s ancestors, I am 
a border-ruffian from the State of Missouri. I am a Con- 
necticut Yankee by adoption. In me, you have Missouri 
morals, Connecticut culture; this, gentlemen, is the com- 
bination which makes the perfect man. But where are my 
ancestors? Whom shall I celebrate? Where shall I find the 
raw material? 

My first American ancestor, gentlemen, was an Indian — 
an early Indian. Your ancestors skiimed him alive, and I 
am an orphan. Not one drop of my blood flows in that 
Indian’s veins today. I stand here, lone and forlorn, without 
an ancestor. They sffinned him! I do not object to that, if 
they’ needed his fur; but alive, gentlemen — alive! They 
skinned him alive — and before company! That is what 
•rankles. Think how he must have felt; for he was a sensi- 
tive person and easily, embarrassed. If he had been a bird, 
it would have been all right, and no violence done to his 
feelings, because he would have been considered “dressed.” 
But he was not a bird, gentlemen, he was a man, and prob- 
ably one of the most undressed men that ever was. I ask 
you to put yourselves in his place. I ask it as a favor; I ^k 
it as a tardy act of justice; I ask it in the interesj^ fidelity 
to the traditions of your ancestors; I ask it th' 'x^orid 
may contemplate, with vision unobstructei 
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did; by pressure and the gallows they made siich a plean , 
deal with them that there hasn’t been a witch and hardly’ 
a halter in our family from that day to this, and that is one 
hundred and eighty-nine years. The first slave brought into 
New England out of Africa by your progenitors was an 
ancestor of mine — ^for I am of a mixed breed, an infin itely 
shaded and exquisite Mongrel. I’m not one of your sham ' 
meerschaums that you can color in a week. No, my com- 
plexion is the patient art of eight generations. Well, in my 
own time, I had acquired a lot of my kin — by purchase,- 
and swapping around, and one way and another — and was 
getting along very well. Then, with the inborn perversity 
of your lineage, you got up a war, and took them all away 
from me. And so, again am I bereft, again am I forlorn; 
no drop of my blood flows in the veins of any Uving being 
who is marketable. i 

O my friends, hear me and reform! I seek your good, not 
mine. You. have heard the speeches. Disband these New 
England societies — nurseries of a system of steadily aug- 
menting laudation and hosarmaing, which, if persisted in 
imcurbed, may some day in the remote future beguile you 
into prevaricating and bragging. Oh, stop, stop, while you 
are still temperate in your appreciation of your ancestors! 

' Hear me, I beseech you; get up an auction and sell Ply- 
mouth Rock! The Pilgrims were a simple and ignorant 
race. They never had seen any good rocks before, or at 
least any that were not watched, and so they were excus- 
able for hopping ashore in frantic delight and clapping an 
iron fence around this one. But you, genUemen, are edu- 
cated; you are enlightened; you know that in the rich land 
of your nativity, opulent New England, overflowing with ' 
rocks,, this one isn’t worth, at the outside, more than thirty- 
five cents. Therefore, sell it, before it is injured by expo- 
sure, or at least throw it open to the patent-medicine 
advertisements, and let it earn its faxes. 

Yes, hear your true friend— your only true friend— list 
to his voice. Disband these societies, hotbeds of vice, of 
moral decay — perpetuators of ancestral superstition. Here 
on this board I see water, t see milk, I see the^d and 
deadly lemonade. These are but step 
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path. Next we shall sec tea, then chocolate, then coffee- 
hotel coffee. A few more years — all too few, I fear — ^mark 
my words, v/e shall have cider! Gentlemen, pause ere it be 
too late. You are on the broad road which leads to dissi- 
pation, physical ruin, moral decay, gory crime and the gal- 
lows! I beseech you, I implore you, in the name of your 
anxious friends, in the name of your suffering families, in 
the name of your impending widows and orphans, stop ere 
it be too late. Disband these N'ew England societies, re- 
nounce these soul-blisterinc saturnalia, cease from' varnish- 
ing the rusty reputations of your long-vanished ancestors 
— the super-high-mora! old iron-dads of Cape Cod, the 
pious buccaneers of Plymouth Rock — go home, and try to 
learn to behave! 

Hossever. chad and nonsense aside, I think I honor and 
appreciate sour Pilgrim stock as much as you do your- 
selves, pet haps; and 1 endorse and adopt a sentiment ut- 
tered ii g'andtathcr of mine once — a man of sturdy 
opinions, ol ‘.nceic make of mind, and not given to flat- 
tery. He said; ‘ People may talk as they like about that 
Pilgnn. St s-k, hut. after all's said and done, it would be 
prctt\ hard to, improve on those people; and, as for me, I 
don’t niKid corning out flatfootcd and saying there ain’t 
any was to improve on them — except having them born 
in Missouri!" 


The Weather 


AonttEss AT THE Nrw Enc.i xn» Society's Seventy-first 
A.mniial Di.nntr. Nrw York City 


The next toa.st was; “T he 
'Weather of New England. " 


Oldest Inhabitant — The 


From hiarh Twain's Speethes, r<.p\ri<;[u 1910 by Harper & 
Brothers, Copyright lOoS by C.taia ( ItiutTis Sauiossoiid. 


The Weather 295 
Who can lose it and forget it? • ' 

Who can have it and regret it? • ' 

“Be interposer ’twixt us Twain.” 

—Merchant of Venice. 

I reverently believe that the Maker who made us all makes 
everything in New England but the weather. I don’t know 
who makes that, but I think it must be raw apprentices in 
the weather-clerk’s factory who. experiment and learn 
how, in New England,, for board and clothes, and then 
are promoted to make weather for countries that require' 
a good article, and will take their custom elsewhere if 
they don’t get it. There is a sumptuous variety about the 
New England weather that compels the stranger’s admira- 
tion — and regret. The weather is always doing something 
there; always attending strictly to business; always getting 
up new designs and trying them on the people to see how 
they will go. But it gets through more business in spring 
than in any other season. In the spring I have counted 
one hundred and thirty-six different kinds of weather 
inside of four-and-twenty hours. It was I that made the 
fame and fortune of that man that had that marvelous 
collection of weather on exhibition at the Centennial, that 
so astounded the foreigners. He was going to travel all 
over the world and get specimens from ail the climes. I 
.said, “Don’t you do it; you come to New England on a 
favorable spring day.” I told him what we could do in 
the way of style, variety, and quantity.. Well, he came and 
he made his collection in four days. As to variety, why, 
he confessed that he not hundreds of kinds of weather 
that he had never heard of before. And. as to qumtity— 

■ well, after he had picked out, and discardeu afl that was 
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you have here!” But when the baton is raised and the real 
concert begins, you’ll find that stranger down in the cellar 
with his head in the ^h-barrel. Now as to the size of the 
weather in New England — ^lengthways, I mean. It is utterly 
disproportioned to the size of that little country'. Half the 
time, when it is, pack^ as full as it can stick, you wall see 
that New England weather sticking out beyond the edges 
and projecting around hundreds and hundreds of miles 
over the neighboring States. She can’t hold a tenth part 
of her weather. You can see cracks all about where she 
has strained herself trying to do it I could speak volumes 
about the inhuman perversity of the New England weather, 
but I will give but a single specimen, I like to hear rain on 
a tin roof.' So I covered part, of my roof with tin, with 
an eye to that luxury. Well, sir, do you think it ever rains 
on that tin? No, sir; skips it every time. Mind, in this 
' speech I have been trying merely to do honor to the New 
England weather— no language could do it justice. But, 
after all, there is at leasts one or two things about that 
weather (or, if you please, effects produced by it) which 
we residents would not like to part with. If we hadn’t our 
bewitching autumn foliage, we should still have to credit 
the weather with one feature which compensates for all its 
bullying vagaries — the ice-storm: when a leafless tree is 
clothed with ice from the bottom to the top — ice that is as 
bright and dear as crystal; when every bough and twig 
is strung with ice-beads, frozen dew-drops, and the whole 
tree sparkles, cold and white, like the Shah of Persia’s 
diamond plume. Then the wind waves the branches and 
the sun comes out and .turns all those myriads of beads 
and drops to prisms that glow and bum and flash with all 
manner of colored fires, --which change and change again 
with inconceivable rapidity from blue to red, from red to 
green, and green to gold — the tree becomes a spraying 
fountain, a very, explosion of dazzling jewels; and it stands 
there the acme, the 'climax, the supremest possibility in art 
or nature, of bewildering, intoxicating, intolerable magnifi- 
cence. One cannot make the words too stron-^ 
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ones. I called at his house and when no one was looking 
borrowed a double handful of his very choicestj cigars 
which cost him forty cents apiece and bore red-and-gold 
labels in sign of their nobility, I removed the labels and 
put the cigars into a box with my favorite brand on it— a 
brand which those people all knew, and-which cowed them 
as men are cowed by an epidemic. They took these cigars 
when offered at the end of the supper, and lit them and 
sternly struggled with them — in dreary silence, for hilarity 
died when the fell brand came into view and started around 
— but their fortitude held for a short time only; then they 
made excuses and filed out, treading on one another’s heels 
with indecent eagerness; and in the morning when I went, 
out to observe results the cigars lay all between the front . 
d,oor and the gate. All except one — that one lay in the plate 
of the man from whom I had cabbaged the lot. One or, 
two whiffs was all he could stand. He told me afterward 
that some day I would get shot for giving people that kind 
of cigars to smoke. 

Am I certain of my own standard? Perfectly; yes, abso- 
lutely— unless somebody fools me by putting my brand on 
some other kind of cigar; for no doubt I am like the rest, 
and know my cigar by the brand instead of by the flavor. 
However, my standard is a pretty wide one and covers a 
good deal of territory. To me, almost any cigar is good 
that nobody else will smoke, and to me almost all cigars 
are bad that other people consider good. Nearly any cigar 
will do me, except a Havana. People think they hurt my 
feelings'when they come to my house with their life-pre- 
servers on — mean, with their own cigars in their pockets. 
It is an error; I take care of myself in a similar way. When 
1 go into danger — that is, into rich people’s houses, where, 
in the. nature of things, they will have high-tariff cigars, 
red-and-gilt girdled and nested in a rosewood box along 
with a damp sponge, cigars which develop a dismal black 
ash and , burn down the side and smell, and will grow hot 
to the fingers, and will go on growing hotter and hotter, 
and go on smelling more and more infamously and unen- 
durably the deeper the fire tunnels down inside below the 
thimbleful of honest tobacco that is in the front end, the 
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As concerns tobacco, there are many superstitions. And 
the iihiefest is this — that there is a standard governing the 
matter, whereas there is nothing of the kind. Each man’s 
own preference is the only standard for him, the only one 
which he can accept, the only one which can command 
him. A congress of all the tobacco-lovers in the world 
could not elect a standard which would be binding upon 
you or me, or would even much influence us. 

The next superstition is that a man has a standard of his 
own. He hasn’t. He thinks he has, but he hasn’t. He thinks 
he can tell what he regards as a good cigar from what he 
regards as a bad one — but he can’t. He goes' by the brand, 
yet imagines he goes by the flavor. One may palm off the 
worst coiiatsrfeit upon bka; if it bears his broad ho will 
't contentedly and never suspect. 
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ning— the taste for tobacco’ is a matter of' s’uperstitioa 
There are- no standards— no real standards.' Each man’s 
preference is the only standard for liim, the only one whicl 
he can accept, the only one which' can command him. 


Seventieth Birthday 


.Address at a Dinner Given by Colonel George IL\r- 
VEY AT DELMONICO’S, DECEMBER 5, 1905, TO CELEBILVTE 
THE Seventieth Anniversary of Mr. Clemens’s Birth 

I have had a great_many birthdays in my time,. I remem- 
ber the first one very well, and I always think of it with 
indignation; everything was so crude, unesthetic, primeval. 
Nothing like this at all.. No proper appreciative prepara- 
tion made; nothing really ready. Now, for a person born 
with high and delicate instincts — ^^vhy, even the cradle 
wasn’t whitewashed — nothing ready at idi. I hadn’t any hair, 
I hadn’t any teeth, I hadn’t any clothes, I had to go to my 
first banquet just like that. Well, everybody 'came sv/arm- 
ing in. It was the merest little bit of a village — hardly that, 
just a little hamlet, in the backwoods of Missouri, where 
nothing ever happened, and the people %vere all interested, 
and they all came; they looked me over to see if there was 
anything fresh in ray line. Why, nothing ever happened in 
that village — I — why, I was the only thing that had really 
happened there for months and months and ’months; and 
although I say it myself that shouldn’t, I came the nearest 
to being a real event that had happened in that village in 
more than two years. Well, those people came, they came 
with that curiosity which is so provincial, with that frank- 
ness which also is so provincial, and they examined me 
all around and gave their opinion. Nobody asked them, 

From Mark Twain's Speeches, Copyright, 1910, by Harper k 
Brothers; Copyright, 1938, by Clara Clemens Samossoud. 
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furnisher of it praising, it all the time and telling you how 
much the deadly thing cost — yes, when I go into that sort 
of peril I carry my own, defense along; I carry my own 
brand — twenty-seven- cents a barrel — and I live to see my 
family .again. I may seem to light his red-gartered cigar, but 
that is only for courtesy’s sake; I smuggle it into my pocket 
for the poor, of whom I know many, and Ught one of my 
-ownj and while he praises it 1 join m, but when he says it 
cost forty-five cents I say nothing, for I know better. 

However, to say true, my tastes are so catholic that I 
have never seen any cigars that I really could not smoke, 
except those that cost a dollar apiece. 1 have examined 
those and know that they are made of dog-hair, and not 
good dog-hair at that. 

I have a thoroughly satisfactory time in Europe, for all 
over the Continent one finds cigars which not even the 
most hardened newsboys in New York would smoke. I 
brought cigars with me, the last time; I will not db that any 
more. In Italy, as in France, the Government is the only 
cigar-peddler. Italy has three or four domestic brands: the 
Minghetti, the Trabuco, the Virginia, and a very coarse 
one which is a modification of the Virginia. The Minghet- 
tis are large and comely, and cost three dollars and sixty 
cents a hundred; I can smoke a hundred in seven days and 
enjoy every one of them. The Trabucos suit me, too; I don’t 
remember the price. But one has to learn to like the Virr 
ginia, nobody is bom friendly to it. It looks like a rattail 
file, but smokes better, some think. It has a straw through 
it; you puU this out, and it leaves a flue, otherwise there 
would be no draft, not even as much as there is to a nail. 
Some prefer a nail at first. However, I like all the French, 
Swiss,' German, and Italian domestic cigars, and have 
never cared to inquire what they are made of; and nobody 
would know, anyhow, perhaps. There is even a brand of 
•European smoking-tobacco that I like. It is a brand used 
by the Italian peasants. It is loose and dry and black, and 
looks like tea-grounds. When the fire is applied it expands, 
and climbs up and towers above the pipe, and presently 
tumbles off inside of one’s vest. The tobacco itself is cheap, 
but it raises the insurMce. It is as I remarked in the begin- 
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ning the ■ taste for tobacco is a matter of superstition’. 
There are- no standards — no real standards. Each man’s 
preference is the only standard for him, the only one which 
he can accept, the only one which' can command him. 


Seventieth Birthday 


.Address at a Dinner Given by Colonel G£orge Har- 
vey AT Delmonico’s, December 5, 1905, to Celebrate 
THE Seventieth Anniversary of IVIr. Clemens’s Birth 

I have had a great.many birthdays in my time,. I remem- 
ber the first one very well, and I always think of it with 
indignation; everything was so crude, unesthetic, primeval. 
Nothing like this at all. No proper appreciative prepara- 
tion made; nothing really ready. Now, for a person born 
with high and delicate instincts — why, even the cradle 
wasn’t whitewashed — nothing ready at all. I hadn’t any hair, 
I hadn’t any teeth, I hadn’t any clothes, I had to go to my 
first banquet just like that. Well, everybody came swarm- 
. ing in. It was the merest little bit of a village — hardly that, 
just a little hamlet, in the backwoods of Missouri, where 
nothing ever happened, and the people were all interested; 
and they all came; they looked me over to see if there was 
anything fresh in my line. Why, nothing ever happened in 
that village — I — why, I was the only thing that had really 
happened there for months and months and -months: and 
although I say it myself tliat shouldn’t, I came the nearest 
to being a real event that had happened in that village in 
more than two years. Well, those people came, they came 
with that curiosity which is so provincial, with that frank- 
ness which also is so provincial, and they examined me 
all around and gave their opinion. Nobody asked-ihem. 
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and I shouldn’t have minded if anybody had paid me a 
compliment, but nobody did. Their opinions were' dl just 
green with prejudice, and I feel those opinions to this day. 
Well, I stood that as long as — well, you know I was born 
courteous, and 1 stood it to the limit. I stood it an hour, 
and then the worm turned. I was the worm; it was my turn 
to turn, and I turned. I knew very well the strength of my 
position;. I knewUhat I was the only spotlessly pure and 
innocent person in that whole town, and I came out and 
said so. And they could not say a word. It was so true. 
They blushed, they were embarrassed. Well, that was the; 
first after-dinner speech I ever made. I think it was after 
dinner. 

It’s a long stretch between that first birthday speech and 
this one.' That was my cradle-song, and this is my swan- 
song, I suppose. I am used to swan-songs; I havej.sung 
them several times. 

This is my seventieth birthday, and I wonder if you all 
\rise to the size of that proposition, realizing all the sig- 
■■"cance of that phrase, seventieth birthday. 

The seventieth birthday! It is the time of life when you 
arrive at a new and awful dignity; when you may throw 
aside the decent reserves which have oppressed you for a 
generation and stand unafraid and unabashed upon your 
: seven-terraced summit and look down and teach — unre- 
buked. You can tell the world how you got there. It is 
what they all do. You shall never get tired of telling by 
, what delicate arts and deep moralities you climbed up to 
that great place. You will explain the process and dwell 
on the particulars with senile rapture. I have been anxious 
to .explain my own system this long time, and now at last 
I have the right. 

I have achieved my seventy years in the usual way: by 
sticking strictly to a scheme of life which would kill any- 
body else. It sounds like an exaggeration, but that is really 
the common rule fob attaining to old age. When we exam- 
ine the program of any of these garrulous old people we 
always find that the habits which have preserved them 
would have decayed us; that the way of life which enabled 
^em to .live upon the property of their heirs so long, as 
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Mr. Choate says, would have put us out of commissiou 
ahead of time. I will offer here, as a sound maxim, this: 
That we can’t reach old age by another man’s road. 

I will now teach, offering my way of life to whomsoever ' 
desires to commit suicide by the scheme which has enabled 
me to beat the doctor and the hangman for seventy years. 
Some of the details may sound untrue, but they are not. I 
am not here to deceive; I am here to teach. 

We have no permanent habits until we are forty. Then 
they begin to harden, presently they petrify, then business 
begins. Since forty I have been regular about going to bed 
and getting up — and that is one of the main things. I have 
made it a rule to go to bed when there wasn’t anybody 
left to sit up with; and I have made it a rule to get up 
when I had to. This has resulted in an unswerving regu- ’ 
larity of irregularity. It has saved me sound, but it would 
injure another person. 

In the matter of diet — which is another main thing — I 
have been persistently strict in sticking to the things which 
didn’t agree with me until one or the other of us got the 
best of it. Until lately I got the best of it myself. But last 
spring I stopped frolicking with mince-pie after midnight: 
up to then I had always believed it wasn’t loaded. For 
thirty years I have taken coffee and bread at eight in the 
morning, and no bite nor sup until seven-thirty in the eve- 
ning.- Eleven hours. That is all right for me, and is whole- 
some, because I have never had a headache in ray life, but 
headachy people would not reach seventy comfortably by 
that road, and they would be foolish to try it. And I wish to 
urge upon you this — which I think is wisdom — that if you 
find yorucan’t make seventy by any but an uncomfortable 
road, don’t you go. When they take off the Pullman and 
retire you to the rancid smoker, put on your things, count 
your checks, and. get out at the first way station where 
there’s a cemetery. 
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I was'a shade past eleveo; ever since then I have smoked 
publicly. As an, example to others, and not that I care for 
moderation myself, it has alv^ays been ray rule* never to 
smoke when asleep, and never to refrain when awake. It 
is a good rule. I mean, for me; but some of you know 
quite well that it wouldn’t answer for everybody that’s try- 
ing to get to be seventy. 

I smoke in bed until I have to go to sleep; I wake up in 
the night, sometimes once, sometimes twice, sometimes 
three times, and I never waste any of these opportunities 
to smoke. This habit is so old and dear and precious to 
me that I would feel as you, sir, would feel if you should 
lose the only moral you’ve got — meaning the chairman — 
if you’ve got one; I am making no charges. I will grant, 
here, that I have stopped smoking now and then, for a few 
months at a time, but it was not on principle, it was only 
to show off; it was to pulverize those critics who said I was 
a slave to my habits and couldn’t break my bonds. ■ 

Today it is all of sixty years since I began to smoke the 
limit I have never bou^t cigars with life-belts around 
them. I early found that those were too expensive for me. 
I have always bought cheap cigars — reasonably cheap, at 
any rate. Sixty years ago they cost me four dollars a bar- 
rel, but my taste has improved, latterly, and I pay seven 
now. Six or seven. Seven, I think. Yes, it’s sevp. But that 
includes the barrel. I often have smoking-parties at my 
house; but the people that come have always just taken 
the pledge. I wonder why that is? 

As for drinking, 1 have no rule about that. 'VS^en the 
others drink I like to help; otherwise I remain dry, by habit 
and preference. This dryness does not hurt me, but it 
could easily hurt you, because you are different You let 
it alone. 

Since I was seven years old I have seldom taken*a dose 
of medicine, and have still seldomer needed one. But up 
to seven I lived exclusively on allopathic medicines. Not 
that I needed them, for I don’t think I did; it was for econ- 
omy; my father took a drug-store for a debt, and it made 
cod-liver oil cheaper than the other breakfast foods. We 
had nine barrels of it, and it lasted me seven years. Then 
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I was weaned. The rest of the family had to get along with 
rhubarb and ipecac and such things, because I was the pet. 
I was the first Standard Oil Trust. I had it all. By the 
time the drug-store was exhausted my health was estab- 
fched, and there has never been much the matter with me 
since. But you know very well it would be foolish for the 
average chfild to start for seventy on that basis. It hap- 
pened to be just the thing for me, but that was merely an - 
accident; it couldn’t happen again in a century. 

I have never taken any exercise, except sleeping and- 
resting, and I never intend to take any. Exercise is loath- 
some. And it cannot be any benefit when you are tired; and 
I was always tired. But let another person try my way, and 
see where he will come out. 

I desire now to repeat and emphasize that maxim: We 
can’t reach old age by another man’s road. My habits pro- 
tect my life, but they would assassinate you. 

I have lived a severely moral life. But it would be a mis- 
take for other people to try that, or for me to recommend 
it. Very few would succeed: you have to have a perfectly 
colossal stock of njorals; and you can’t get them /)n a 
margin; you have to have the whole thing, and put them 
in. your box. Morals are an acquirement — like music, like 
a foreign language, like piety, poker, paralysis — no man 
is bom with them. I wasn’t myself, I started poor. I hadn't 
a single moral. There is hardly a man in this house mat is 
poorer than I was then. Yes, I started like that — the woric 
before me, not a moral in the slot. Not even an insurance 
moral. I can remember the first one I ever got. I can re- 
member the landscape, the weather, the — I can re- 
member how everything looked. It was an old moral, an 
old second-hand moral, all out of repair, and didn’t fit, 
anyway. But if you are careful with a thing like that, and 
keep it in a dry place, and s.ave it for proce.s-sions. and 
Chautauquas, and World’s Fairs, and so on. and disinfect 
it now and then, and give it a fresh coat of whitewash once 
in a while, you will he surprised to sec how well she will 
last and how long she wll keep sweet, or at least inofien- 
sive. When I got that moldy old moral, she had " 
growing, because she hadn’t anv exercise; but I v , 'x 
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bard, I worked her Sundays, and all. Under this cultivation 
she waxed in might and stature beyond belief, and ser%’ed 
me well and was my pride and joy for sixty-three years; 
then she got to associating with insurance presidents, and 
lost flesh and character, and was a sorrow to look at and 
no longer competent for business. She was a great loss to 
me. Yet not all loss. I sold her— ah, pathetic skeleton, as 
she was — I sold her to Leopold, the pirate King of Bel- 
gium; he sold her to our Metropolitan Museum, and it was 
very glad to. get her, for without a rag on, she stands 57 
feet long and 16 feet high, and they think she’s a bronto- 
saur. Well, she looks it. They believe it will take nineteen 
geological periods to breed her match. 

, Morals are of inestimable value, for every man is bom 
crammed with sin- microbes, and the only thing that can 
extirpate these sin rhicrobes is morals. Now you take a 
sterilized Christian — 1 mean, you take the sterilized Chris- 
' tian, for there’s only one. Dear sir, I wish you wouldn’t 
. look at nie like that. 

Threescore years and tenl 

It is the Scriptural statute of limitations. After that, you 
owe no active duties; for you the strenuous life is over. ' 
You are a time-expired man, to use Kipling’s military 
• phrase: You have served your term, well or less well, and . 
you are mustered out. You are become an honorary mem- 
ber of the republic; you are emancipated, compulsions are 
not for , you, nor any bugle-call but “lights out.” You pay 
the time-worn duty bills if you choose, or decline if you 
■ prefer — and without prejudice— for they are not legally 
collectable. 

The previous-engagement plea, which in forty years has 
cost you so many twinges, you can lay aside forever; on 
tliis side of the grave you will never need it again. If you 
shrink, at thought of night, and winter, and the late home- 
coming from the banquet and the lights and the laughter 
through the deserted streets — a desolation which would not 
remind you now, as for a generation it did, that your, 
friends are sleeping,, and you must creep in a-tiptoe and 
not disturb them,' but would only remind you that you 
need not tiptoe, you can never disturb them more — if you' 
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shrink at thought of these things, you need only reply, 
“Your invitation honors me, and pleases me because you 
still keep me in your remembrance, but I am severity; 
seventy, and would nestle in the chimney-corner, and- 
smoke my pipe, and read my book, and take my rest, wish- 
ing you well in all affection, and that when you in your . 
return shall arrive at pier No. 70 you may step aboard 
your waiting ship with a reconciled spirit, and lay your 
course toward the sinking sun with a contented heart. 



• 5 The Skeptical Twain 


From “Pudd’nhead Wilson's Calendar” 


There is no character, howsoever good and fine, but it can 
be destroyed by ridicule, howsoever poor and witless. Ob- 
serve the ass, for instance: his character is about perfect, 
he is the choicest spirit among all the humbler animals, 
yet see what ridicule has brought him- to. Instead of feel- 
ing complimented when we are called an ass, we are left 
in doubt 

Adam was but human — this explains it all. He did not 
want the apple for the apple’s sake, he wanted it only be- 
cause it was forbidden. The mistake was in not forbid- 
ding the serpent; then he would have eaten the serpent- 

■ Whoever has lived long enough to find out what life is, 
knows how deep a debt of gratitude we owe to Adam, the 
first great benefactor of our race. He brought death into 
the world. 

• t ' / 

Training is everything. The peach was once a bitter 
almond; cauliflower is nothing but cabbage with , a col- 
lege education. 

Let us endeavor so to live that when we come to die 
even the undertaker will be sorry. 

From Pudd'nhead Wilson. ' ■ ' 



From "Pudd’nhead Wilson’s CalendaW ''309 

Habit is habit, and not to be flung out of the window by 
any man, but coaxed downstairs a step at a time. 

The holy passion of Friendship is of so sweet and steady 
and loyal and enduring a nature that it will last through 
a whole lifetime, if not asked to lend money. 

Why is it that we rejoice at a birth and grieve at a fu- 
neral? Is it because we are not the person involved? 

All say, “How hard it is that we have to die” — a strange 
complaint to come from, the mouths of people who have 
had to live. 

When angry, count four; when very angry, swear. 

V 

As to the Adjective: when in doubt, strike it out 

When I reflect upon the number of disagreeable people 
who I know have gone to a better world, I am moved to 
lead a different life. 

October. This is one of the peculiarly dangerous months 
to speculate in stocks in. The others are July, January, 
September, April, November, May, March, June, Decem- 
ber, August, and February. 

The true Southern watermelon is a boon apart, and not 
to be mentioned with commoner things. Tt is chief of this 
world’s luxuries, king by the grace of God over all the 
fruits of the earth. When one has tasted it, he knows what 
the angels eat. It was not a Southern watermelon that Eve 
took: we know it because she repented. 

Nothing so needs reforming as other people’s habits. 

■ Behold, the fool saith, “Put not all thine eggs in the one 
basket” — ^which is but a manner .of saying, “Scatter your 
money and your attention”; but the wise man saith, “Put. 
all your eggs in the one basket and — ^WATCH THAT.., 
BASKET.” 
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If you" pick up a starving dog and make him prosper- .. 
ous, he will not bite you. This. is. the principal difference 
. between a dog and a man. 

• Few things are harder to put up with than the annoy- 
ance of a good example. 

It were not best that we should all think alike; it is dif- 
ference of opinion that makes horse-races. , 


i^f^mmoTe Cooper^ s Literary Offenses’ 

The Pathfinder and The Deerslayer stand, at the 
head of Cooper’s novels as artistic creations. There 
are others of his works which contain parts as perfect 
as are to be found in these, and scenes even more 
thrilling. Not one can be compared with either of 
them as a finished whole. 

The defects in both of these tales are comparatively 
slight. They were pure works of art.— Pro/. Louits- 
biiry. 

•The five tales reveal an extraordinary fulness of im 
vention. 

. . . One of the very greatest characters in fiction. 
Natty Burappo. ... , ' 

The craft of-the woodsman, the tricks of the trap-, 
per, all the delicate art of the forest, were familiar 
to Cooper from his youth up. — Prof. Brander Mat- 
thews. 

’Cooper is the greatest artist in the domain of ro- 
mantic fiction yet produced by America . — Wilkie 
Collins. 

From Literary Essays. 
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It seems to me that it was far from right for the Professor 
of English Literature in Yale, the Professor of English 
Literature in Columbia, and Wilkie Collins to deliver opin-* 
ions on Cooper’s literature without having read some of 
it. It would have been much more decorous to keep silent 
and let persons talk who have read Cooper. 

Cooper’s art has some defects. In one place in Deer- 
slay er, and in the restricted space of two-thirds of a page. 
Cooper has scored 114 offenses against literary art out of 
^a possible 115. It breaks the record. 

There are nineteen rules governing literary art in the 
domain of romantic fiction — some say twenty-two. In 
Deerslayer Cooper violated eighteen of them. These eigh- 
teen require: 

1. That a tale shall accomplish something and arrive 
somewhere. But the Deerslayer tale accomplishes nothing 
and arrives in the air, 

2. They require that the episodes, of a tale shall be neces- 
sary parts of the tale, and shall help to develop it. But as 
the Deerslayer tale is not a tale, and accomplishes noth- 
ing and arrives nowhere, the episodes have no rightful 
place in the work, since there was nothing for them to 
develop. 

3. They require that the personages in a tale shall be 
alive, except in the case of corpses, and that always the 
reader shall be able to tell the corpses from the others. 
But this detail has often been overlooked in the Deerslayer 
tale. 

4. They require that the personages in a tale, both 
dead and alive, shall exhibit a sufBcient excuse for being 
there. But this detail also has been overlooked in the Deer- 
slayer tale. 

5. They require that when the personages of a tale deal 
in conversation, the talk shall sound like human talk, and 
be talk such as human beings would be likely to talk in 
the given circumstances, and have a discoverable meanijig, 
also a discoverable purpose, and a show of r ’ 

remain in the neighborhood of the subject in 
interesting to the reader, and help out the 
when the people cannot think of anything 
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But this requirement has been ignored from the begin- 

.ning of the Deerslayer tale to the end of it. , ' 

6. They require that when the author describes the 
character of a personage in his- talc, the conduct and con- 
versation of that personage shall justify said description. 
But this law gets little or no attention in the Deerslayer 
tale, as Natty Bumppo’s case will amply prove. 

7, They require that when a personage talks like an 
illustrated, gilt-edged, tree-calf, hand-tooled, seven-dollar 
Friendship’s Offering in the beginning of a paragraph, he 
shall not talk like a Negro minstrel m the end of it. But 
this rule is flung down and danced upon in the Deerslayer 
tale. 

; 8. TTiey require that crass stupidities shall not be played 
upon the reader as “the craft of the woodsman, the delicate 
art of the forest," by either the author or the people in the 
tale. But this rule is persistently violated in the Deerslayer 
tale. 

9. They require that the personages of a tale shall con- 
fine themselves to possibilities and let miracles alone; or, 
if they venture a miracle, the author must so plausibly set 

\ it forth as to make it look possible and reasonable. But 
the.se rules are not respected in the Deerslayer tale. 

10. They require that the author shall make the reader 
feel a deep interest in the personages of his tale and in 
their fate; and that he shall make the reader love the good 
people in the tale and hate the bad ones. But the reader 
of the Deerslayer tale dislikes the good people in -it, is in- 
different to the others, and wishes they would all get 

..drowned together. 

11. They^ require that the characters in a tale shall be 
so clearly defined that the reader can tell beforehand what 
.each will do in a given emergency. But in the- Deerslayer 

tale this rule is vacated. 

In, addition to these large rules there are some. little 
ones. These require that the author shall 

12. d’qy.what he is proposing to say, not merely come 

■near it. ' , 

13. - Use the right word, not its second cousin. 

14. Eschew' surplusage. . . 
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15. Not omit necessary details. 

16. Avoid slovenliness of form. 

17. Use good grammar. 

18. Employ a simple and straightforward style. 

Even these seven are coldly' and persistently violated 

in the Deerslayer tale. 

Cooper’s gift in the way of invention was not a rich 
endowment; but such as it was he liked to work it, he was 
pleased with the effects, and indeed he did some quite 
sweet things with it. In his little box of stage-properties 
he kept six or eight cunning devices, tricks, artifices for 
his savages and woodsmen to deceive and circumvent each 
other with, and he was never so happy as %vhen he was 
working these innocent things and seeing them go. A fa- 
vorite one was to make a moccasined person tread in the 
tracks of the moccasined enemy, and thus hide his own 
trail. Cooper wore out barrels and barrels of moccasins in 
working that trick. Another stage-property that he pulled 
out of his box pretty frequently was his broken twig. He 
prized his broken tvrig above all the rest of his effects, 
and worked it the hardest. It is a restful chapter in any 
book of his v/hen somebody doesn’t step on a dry. twig 
and alarm all the reds and whites for two hundred yards 
around. Every time a Cooper person is in peril, and ab- 
solute silence is worth four dollars a minute, he is sure to 
step on a dry twig. There may be a hundred handier- things 
to step on, but that wouldn’t satisfy Cooper. Cooper re- 
quires him to turn out and find a dry twig; and if he 
can’t do it, go and borrow one. In fact, the Leather 
Stocking Series ought to have been called the Broken Twig 
Series. 

I am sorry there is not room to put in a few dozen in- 
stances of the delicate art of the forest, as practiced by 
Natty Bumppo and some of the other Cooperian e.xperts. 
Perhaps we may venture two or three samples. Cooper was 
a saUor— a naval officer; yet he ^avely tells us how a ves- 
sel, driving tow’ard a lee shore in a gale, is steered for a 
particular spot by her skipper because he knows of an 
undertow there which will hold her back against the gait 
and save her. For just- pure woodcraft, or sailorcraft, or 
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whatever it is, isn’t that neat? For several years Cooper 
was daily in the society of artillery, /and he ought to have 
noticed that when a cannon-ball strikes the ground it 
either buries itself or skips a hundred feet or so; skips 
again a hundred feet or so — and so on, till finally it gets 
tired and rolls. Now in one place he loses some “females” 
— as he always calls women — in the edge of a wood near 
a plain at night in a fog, on purpose to give Bumppo a 
chance to show off the delicate art of the forest before the 
reader. These mislaid people are hunting for a fort. They 
hear a cannon-blast, and a cannon-ball presently comes 
rolling into the wood and stops at their feet. To the fe- 
males this suggests nothing. The case is very different 
svith the admirable Bumppo. I wish I may never know 
peace again if he doesn’t strike out promptly and follow 
the track of that cannon-ball across the plain throu^ the 
dense fog and find the fort Isn’t it a daisy? If Cooper had 
any real knowledge of Nature’s ways of doing things, he 
had a most delicate art in concealing the fact. For instance; 
one of his acute Indian experts, Chingachgook (pro- 
nounced Chicago, I think) i has lost the trail of a person 
he is tracking through the forest. Apparently that trail is 
hopelessly lost Neither you nor I could ever have guessed 
out the way to find it. It was very different'with Chicago. 
Chicago was not stumped for long. He turned a running 
stream out of its course, and there, in the slush in its old 
bed, were that person’s moccasin-tracks. The current did 
not wash them away, as it would have done in all other 
cases — no, even the eternal laws of Nature have to vacate 
when Cooper wants to put up a delicate job of woodcraft 
bn the reader. 

We must be a little wary when Brander Matthews tells 
us that Cooper’s books “reveal an extraordinary fulness 
of Invention.” As a rule, I am quite willing to accept 
Brpnder Matthews’s literary judgments and applaud Ifis 
lucid and graceful phrasing o^ them; but that particular* 
statement needs to be taken with a few tons of salt. Bless 
your heart, Cooper hadn’t any more invention than a- 
horse; and- 1 don’t mean a high-class horse, either; I mean 
a clothes-horse. It would be very difficult to find a really 
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clever “situation” in Cooper’s books, and still more diffi- 
cult to find one of any ;^d which he has failed to ren- 
der absurd by bis handling of it. Look at the episodes of 
“the caves”; and at the celebrated scuffle between Maqua 
and those others on the table-land a few days later; and 
at Hurry Harry’s queer water-transit from the castle to the 
ark; and at Deerslayer’s half-hour with his first corpse; 
and at the quarrel between Hurry Harry and Deerslayer 
later; and at — but choose for yourself; you can’t go amiss. 

If Cooper had been an observer his inventive faculty 
would have worked better; not more interestingly, but 
more rationally, more plausibly. Cooper’s proudest crea- 
tions in the way of “situations” suffer noticeably from the 
absence, of the observer’s protecting gift. Cooper’s eye was 
splendidly inaccurate. Cooper seldom saw anything cor- 
rectly. He saw nearly all things as through a glass eye, 
darkly. Of course a man who cannot see the commonest 
little every-day matters accurately is. working at a disad- 
vantage when he is constructing - a “situation.” In the ■ 
Deerslayer tale Cooper has a stream which is fifty feet 
wide where it flows out of a lake; it presently narrows to 
twenty as it meanders along for no given reason, and yet 
when a stream acts like that it ought to be required to 
explain itself. Fourteen pages later the width of the brook’s 
outlet from the lake has suddenly shrunk thirty feet, and’ 
become “the narrowest part of the stream.” This shrinkage 
is not accounted for. Tlie stream has bends in it, a sure 
indication that it has alluvial banks and cuts them; yet 
these bends are only thirty and fifty feet long. If Cooper 
had been a nice and punctilious observer he would have ■ 
noticed that the bends were oftener nine hundred feet long 
than short of it 
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end is anchored in the lake; its rate of progress cannot 
be more than a mile an hour. Cooper describes the ark, 
buf- pretty obscurely. In the matter of dimensions “it was 
little more than a modern canal-boat.” Let us guess, then, 
that it was about one hundred and forty feet long. It was 
of “greater breadth than common.” Let us guess, then, that 
it was about sixteen feet wide. This leviathan had been 
prowling down bends which were but a third as long as 
itself, and scraping between banks where it had only two 
feet of space to spare on each side. We cannot too much 
admire this miracle. A low-roofed log dwelling occupies 
“two-thirds of the ark’s length” — a dwelling ninety feet 
long and sixteen feet wide, let us say — a kind of vestibule 
train. The dwelling has two rooms — each forty-five feet 
long and sixteen feet wide, let us guess. One of them is 
the bedroom of the Hutter girls, Judith and Hetty, the 
other is the parlor in the daytime, at night it Js papa’s 
bedchamber. The ark is arriving at the stream’s exit now, 
whose width has been reduced to less than twenty feet to 
accommodate the Indians — say to eighteen. There is a foot, 
to spare on each side of the boat. Did the Indians notice 
that there was going to be a tight squeeze there? Did they 
notice that they could make money by climbing down out 
of that arched sapling and just stepping aboard when the 
ark scraped by? No, other Indians would have noticed 
these things, but Cooper’s Indians never notice anything. 
Cooper thinks they are marvelous creatures for noticing, 
but he was almost always in error about his Indians. There 
was seldom a sane one among them. 

The ark is one hundred and forty feet long; the dwell- 
ing is ninety feet long. The idea of the Indians is to drop 
softly and secretly from the arched sapling to the dwelling 
as the ark creeps along under it at the rate of a mile an 
hour, and butcher the family. It will take the ark a minute 
and a half to pass under. It will take the ninety-foot dwell- 
ing a minute to pass under. Now, then, what did the six 
Indians do? It would take you thirty years to guess, and 
even then you would have to ^ve it up, I believe. There- 
fore, I will tell you what the Indians did. Their chief, a 
person of quite extraordinary intellect for a Cooper In- 
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dian, warily watched the canal-boat as it squeez^ along 
under him, and when he had got his calculations fined 
down to exactly the right shade, as he judged, he let go 
and dropped. And missed the bouse! That is actually what 
he did. He missed the house, and landed in the stem of the 
scow. It was not much of a fall, yet it knocked him siUyi 
He lay there unconscious. If the house had been ninety- 
seven feet long he would have made the trip. The fault 
was Cooper’s, not his. The error lay in the construction 
of the house. Cooper was no architect. 

There still remained in the roost five Indians. The boat 
has passed under and is now out of their reach. LeC me 
explain what the five did — ^you would not be able to rea-. 
son it out for yourself. No. 1 jumped for the boat, but 
fell in the water astern of it. Then No. 2 jumped for-the , 
boat, but fell in the water still farther astern of it. Then 
No. 3 jumped for the boat, and fell a good way astern of 
it. Then No. 4 jumped for the boat, and fell in the water , 
away astern. Then even No. 5 made a jump for the boat — 
for he was a Cooper Indian. In the matter of intellect, 
the difference between a Cooper Indian and the Indian 
that stands in front of the cigar-shop is not spacious. The 
scow episode is really a sublime burst of invention; but it 
does not thrill, because the inaccuracy of the details throws 
a sort of air of fictitiousness and general improbability over 
it. This comes, of Cooper’s inadequacy as an observer. 

The reader will find some examples of Cooper’s high 
talent for inaccurate observation in the account of the 
shooting-match in The Pathfinder. 

“A common wrought nail was driven lightly into 
the target, its head having- been first touched with 
paint.” 

The color of the paint is not stated — an important omis- 
sion, but Cooper deals freely in important omissions. No, 
after all, it was not an important omission; for this nail- 
head ris a hundred yards from the marksmen, and could 
not be seen by them at that distance, no matter what its 
color''might be. How far can the best eyes see a common 
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house-fly? A hundred yards? It is quite impossible. Very 
well; eyes that caimot see a house-fly that is a hundred 
.yari away cannot see" an ordinary nail head at that dis- 
tance, for the size of the two objects is the same. It takes 
a keen eye to see a fly or a nail-head at fifty yards — one 
- hundred and fifty feet Can the reader do it? 

The nail was lightly driven, its head painted, and game 
called. Then the Cooper miracles began. The hullet of 
the first marksman chipped an edge of the nail-head; the 
next man’s bullet drove the nail a little way into the target 
■ — and removed all the paint Haven’t the miracles gone far 
enough now? Not to suit Cooper; for the purpose of this 
whole scheme is to show off his prodigy, Deerslayer-Hawk- 
eye-Long-Rifle-Leather-Stocking-Pathfinder-Bumppo before 
• the ladies. 

“‘Be all ready to clench it, boyst’ cried out Path- 
finder, stepping into his friend’s tracks the instant they 
were vacant ‘Never mind a new nail; I can see that, 
though the paint is gone, and what I can see I can 
hit at a hundred yards, though it were only a mos-. 
quito’s eye. Be ready to clenchl’ 

“The rifle cracked, the bullet sped its way, and the 
head of the nail was buried in the wood, covered by 
the piece of flattened lead.’’ • “ 
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Pathfinder showed off handsomely that day before the 
ladies. His very first feat was a thing which no Wild West 
show can touch. He was standing with the group of 
marksmen, observing — a hundred yards from the target, 
mind; one Jasper raised his rifle and drove the center of 
the bull’s-eye. Then the Quartermaster fired. The target 
exhibited no result this time. There was a laugh. “It’s a 
dead miss,” said Major Lundie. Pathfinder waited an im- 
pressive moment or two; then said, in that calm, indifferent; 
know-it-all way of his, “No, Major, he has covered Jas- 
per’s bullet, as will be seen if anyone will take the- trouble 
to, examine the target.” 

Wasn’t it remarkable! How coitld he see that little pellet 
fly through the air and enter that distant bullet-hole? Yet 
that is what he did; for nothing is impossible to a- Cooper 
person. Did any of those people have any deep-seated 
doubts. about this thing? No; for that would imply sanity, 
and these were all Cooper people. 

.‘The respect for Pathfinder’s skill and for his 
quickness and accuracy of sight” (the italics are mine) 
“was so profound and general, that the instant he 
made this declaration the spectators began to distrust 
their own opinions, and a dozen rushed to the target 
in order to ascertain the fact. There, sure enough, 
it was found that the Quartermaster’s bullet had gone 
through the hole made by Jasper’s, and that, too, so 
accurately as to require a minute examination to be 
certain of the circumstance, which, however,' was soon 
clearly established by discovering one bullet over the 
other in the stump against which the target was 
placed.” 

They made a “minute” examination; but never mind, 
how could they know that there were two bullets in that 
hole without digging the latest one out? for neither probe 
nor eyesight could prove the presence of any more than 
one bullet. Did they dig? No; as we shall see. It is the 
Pathfinder’s turn now; he steps out before the ladies, takes 
aim, and fires. 
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But, ilas! here is a disappointmeat; an incredible, . an 
unimaginable disappointment — for the target’s aspect is 
unchanged; there is nothfag there but that same old bul- 
let-hole! 


“ ‘If one dared to hint at such a thing,’ cried Major 
Duncan, ‘I should say that the Pathfinder has also 
missed the target!’ ” 

As nobody had missed it, yet, the “also’.’ was not neces- 
sary; but never mind about that, for the Pathfinder is 
going to speak. 

“ *No, no, Major,’ said he, confidently, ‘that would 
be a risky declaration, I didn’t load the piece, and 
can’t say what was in it; but if it was lead, you will 
find the bullet driving down those of the. Quarter- 
master and Jasper, else is not my name Pathfinder.’ . 

“A shout from the target announced the truth of 
this assertion.” 

Is the miracle sufficient as it stands? Not for Cooper. 
The Pathfinder speaks again, as he “now slowly advances 
.towards the stage occupied by the females”; 

“ ‘That’s not all, boys, that’s not all; if you find 
the target touched at all. I’ll own to a miss. The Quar- 
termaster cut the wood, but you’ll find no wood cut 
by that last messenger!' ” 

The miracle is at last complete. He knew — doubtless 
saw — at the distance of a hundred yards — that his bul- 
let had' passed into the hole without fraying the edges. 
There were now three bullets in that one hole — three bul- 
led embedded processionally in the body of the stump 
back . of the target. Everybody knew this — somehow or 
other — and yet nobody had dug any of them out to make 
sure. Cooper is not a close' observer, but he is interesting. 
He is certainly always that, no matter what happens. And 
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he is more interesting when he is not noticing whnt he is 
about than when he is. This is a considerable merit. 

The conversations in the^ Cooper books have a curious 
sound in our modem ears. To believe that such talk really 
ever came out of people’s mouths would be to believe 
that there was a time when time was of no value to a per- 
son who thought he had something to say; when it was the 
custom to spread a two-minute remark out to ten; when 
a man’s mouth was a rolling-mill^ and busied itself all 
day long in turning four-foot pigs of thought into thirty- 
foot bars of conversational railroad iron by attenuation; 
when subjects were seldom faithfully stuck to, but the talk 
wandered aU around and arrived nowhere; when conver- 
sations consisted mainly of irrelevancies, with here and 
there a relevancy, a relevancy with an embarrassed look, 
as not being able to explain how it got there. 

Cooper was certainly not a master in the construction 
of dialogue. Inaccurate observation defeated him here as 
it defeated him in so many other enterprises of his. Ho 
even failed to notice that the man 'who talks corrupt Eng- 
lish six days in the week must and will talk it on the 
seventh, and can’t help himself. In the Deerslayer story 
he lets Deerslayer talk the showiest kind of book-talk some- 
times, and at other times the basest of base dialects. For 
instance, when someone asks him if he has a sweetheart, 
and if so, where she abides, this is his majestic answer: 

“ ‘She’s in the forest — hanging from the boughs of 
the trees, , in a soft rain — in the dew on' the open 
grass — the clouds that float about in the blue heavens 
— the birds that sing in the woods — the sweet springs 
where I slake my thirst — and in all the other glorious 
gifts that come from God’s Providence!’ ” 

And he preceded that, a little before, with this: 

“ ‘It consarns me as all things that touches a fri’nd 
consarns a fri’nd.’ ” 

And this is another of his remarks: , 
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“‘‘If I was Injin born, now, I might tell. of this, or 
carry in the scalp and boast of the expl’ite afore the 
whole tribe; or if my inimy had only been a bear’ ’’ — 
and so on. ' ■ ' , 

We cannot imagine such a thing as a veteran Scotch 
Commander-in-Chief comporting himself in the field like 
a windy melodramatic actor, but Cooper could. On one 
occasion Alice and Cora were being chased by the French 
through a fog in the neighborhood of their father’s fort: 

“ ‘Point de quartier oux coquiiisl’ cried an eager 
pursuer, who seemed to direct the operations of the 
enemy. 

“ ‘Stand firm and be ready, my gallant 6pthsl’ sud- 
denly exclaimed a voice above them; ‘wait to see the 
- enemy; fire low, and sweep the glacis.’ 

“‘Father! father!’ exclaimed a piercing cry, from 
out the mist; ‘it is I! Alice! thy own Elsie! spare, 01 
save your daughters!’ 

“‘Hold!’ shouted the former speaker, in the awful' 
tones of parental agony, the sound reaching even to 
the woods, and rolling back in solemn echo. ‘ ’Tis she! 
God has restored me my children! Throw open the 
sally-port; to the field, 60ths, to the field! pull not a 
trigger, lest ye kill my lambs! Drive off these dogs of 
France with your steell’ ’’ 

Cooper's word-sense was singularly dull. When a person 
has a poor ear for music he will flat and sharp right along 
without knowing it. He keeps near the tune, but it is not 
the tune. When, a person has a poor ear for words, the 
result is a literary flatting and sharping; you perceive what 
he is intending to say, but you also perceive that he 
doesn’t say it. This is- Cooper. He was not a word-musician. 
His ear .was satisfied with the approximate word. I will 
furnish some circumstantial evidence in support of this 
-barge. My instances are gathered from half a dozen 
3ages of the tale called Deerslayer. He uses “verbal,” for 
‘oral”; “precision,” for “faciUty”; “phenomena,” for “mar-; 
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are not the sort of people the author claims that they are; 
its humor is pathetic; its pathos is funny; its conversations 
are — oh! indescribable; its love-scenes odious; its English 
a crime against the language. 

Counting these out, what is left is Art. I think we must 
all admit that. 


Extracts horn “Captain Siormdeld’s 
Visit to Heaven” 


The story of Captain Stonnfield's visit to Heaven preoc- 
cupied Mark Twain for many years. The tale went through 
many versions and revisions before any of it saw the light. 
The mo.st complete history of the story and, the special 
significance it acquired for Twain is told by the late Dixon 
Wecter in the Introduction to Report from Paradise 
(Harper, 1952). 

Wecier’s version of the story in that volume is the 
most complete ever published, but is too long for total in- 
clusion here. The portions omitted describe the Captain’s 
death on his ship, and thirty years of his souTs journey 
through space, including encounters with a variety of 
other souls, and a race with a comet. Our extracts begin 
just as Stormfield comes in sight of the gates of Heaven. 

When I had been tearing along this way about thirty years 
I begun to get uneasy. Oh, it was pleasant enough, with a 
good deal to find out, but then it was kind of lonesome, 
you know'. Besides, I wanted to get somewhere. I hadn’t 
shipped with the idea of cruising forever. First off, I 
liked the delay, because 1 judged I was going to fetch up 
in pretty warm quarters when I got through; but tosvarck 

.Prom Report - from Paradise, Copyright 1909 by The Mark 
Twain Company,- Copyright 1937 by Clara Clemeiis Samossouii^ 
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the last I begun to feel that. I’d rather go to — well, most 
any place, so as to finish up the uncertainty. 

Well, one night — it was always night, except .when I 
was rushingr by some star that was occupying ther whole 
universe with its fire and its glare — light enough then, of 
course, but I necessarily left it behind in a minute or two 
and plunged into a solid\veek of darkness again. The stars 
ain’t so close together as they look, to be.. Where was 1? 
Oh yes; one night I was sailing along, when I discovered 
a tremendous long row of, blinking lights away on the 
horizon ahead. As I approached, they begun to tower 
and swell and look like mighty furnaces. Says I to myself: 

■ “By George, Tver arrived at last — arid at the wrong place, 
just as I expected!” 

Then I fainted. I don’t know how long I was insensible, 
but it must have been a good while, for, when I came to, 
the darkness was all gone and there was the loveliest sun- 
shine and the balmiest, fragrantest air in its place. And 
there was such a marvelous world spread out before me — 
such a glowing, beautiful, bewitching country. The things 
I took for furnaces were gates, mUes high, made all of 
flashing jewels, and they pierced a wall of solid gold that 
you couldn’t see the top of, nor yet the end of, in either 
direction. I was pointed straight for one of these gates, 
and a-coming like a house afire. Now I noticed that the 
skies were black with millions of people, pointed for those 
gates. What a roar they made, rushing through the air! 
The ground was as thick as ants with people, too — billions 
of them, ITjudge. ' 

I lit. I drifted up to a gate with a swarm of people, and 
when it was my turn the head clerk says, in a businesslike 
way: 

“Well, quick! Where are you from?” 

“San Francisco,” says I. 

“San Fran — what?” says he. 

“San Francisco.” 

He scratched his head and looked puzzled, then he savs; 

“Is it a, planet?” 

_ By George, Peters, think of it! “Planet?'' says I: "it's a 
city. And moreover, it’s one of the bisgest and finest and — ” 
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‘"There, there!” says be, “no time here for coaversati 
We don’t deal in cities here. Where are you from in 
general. way!” 

“Oh,” I says, “I beg your pardon. Put me down f 
California.” 

I had him again, Peters! He puzzled a second, then li 
says, sharp and irritable: 

“I don’t know any such planet — is it a constellation?” 

“Oh, my goodness!" says I. “Constellation, says you' 
No — it’s a State.” _ 

“Man, we don’t deal in States here. Will you tell mt 
where you are from in general — at large, don’t you under- 
stand?” 

"Oh, now I get your idea,” I says. “I’m from America — 
the United States of America.” 

Peters, do you know I had him again? If I hadn’t I’m a 
clam! His face was as blank as a target after a militia 
shooting-match. He turned to an under clerk and says; 

“Where is America? W/iai is America?” 

The under clerk answered up prompt and says: 

“There ain’t any such orb.” 

“Orb?" says I. “Why, what are you talking about, young 
man? It ain’t an orb; it’s a country; it’s a continent. Co- 
lumbus discovered it; I reckon likely you’ve heard of him, 
anyway. America — why, sir, America — 

“Silence!” savs the head clerk. “Onc'^ ' - all. where — 
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1 the, myriads I had seen swarrning to that gate, up to 
lis time, were just like that creature. I tried to run across 
imebody I was acquainted with, but they were out of 
:quaintances of mine just then. So I thought the thing all 
/er and finally sidled back there pretty meek and feeling 
ither stumped, as you may say. 

“Well?” said the head clerk. 

“Well, sir,” I says, pretty humble, “I don’t seem to 
lake out which world it is I’m from. But you may know ■ 
from this — it’s the one the Saviour saved.” 

He bent his head at the Name. Then he says, gently — 
‘The worlds He has saved are like to the gates of heaven 
1 number — none can count them. What astronomical 
/stem is your world in? — ^perhaps that may assist.” 

“It’s the one that has the sun in it — and the moon — 
nd Mars” — Ije shook his head at each name — ^hadn’t 
ver heard of them, you see — “and Neptune — and-Uranus 
—and Jupiter — ■” . ; 

“Hold on!” says he — “hold on a minute! Jupiter . . . 
iupiter . . . Seems to me we had a man from there eight 
)r nine hundred years ago — but people from that system 
/ery seldom enter by this gate.” All of a sudden he begun 
:o look me so straight in the eye that I thought he was 
’oing to bore through me. Then he says, -very deliberate, 
‘Did you come straight here from your system?” 

“Yes, sir,” I says — but I blushed the least little bit in 
the world when I said it. 

He looked at me very stern, and says: 

‘That is not true; and this is not the place for prevari- 
cation. You wandered from your course. How did that 
happen?” 

Says I, blushing again: 

“I’m sorry, and I take back what I said, and confess. I 
raced a little with a comet one day — only just the least lit- 
tle bit — only the tiniest lit — ” 

“So — so,” says he — and without any sugar in his voice 
to speak of. 

I went on, and says: 

‘^But I only fell off just a bare point, and I went right 
back on my course again the minute'' the race was over.” 
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“No matter^ — that divergence has made alt this trouble. 
It has brought you to a gate that is billions of leagues from 
the right one. If you had gone to your own gate they would 
have knowh all about your world at once and there would 
have been no delay. But we will try to accommodate you.” 
He turned to an under clerk and says: 

“What system is Jupiter in?” 

“I don’t remember, sir, but I think there is such a planet 
in one of the little new systems away out in one of the 
tliinly worlded comers of the universe. I will see." 

He got a balloon and sailed up and up and up, in front 
of a map that was as big as Rhode Island. He went on till 
he was out of sight, and by and by he came down and got 
something to eat and went up again. To cut a long story 
short, be kept on doing this for a day or two, and finally 
he came down and said he thought he had found that solar 
system, but it might be fly-specks. So he got a microscope 
and went back. It turned out better than he feared. He bad 
rousted out our system, sure enough. He got me to de- 
scribe our planet and its distance from the sun, and then 
be says to his chief; 

“Oh, 1 know the one he means now, sir. It is on the 
map. It is called the Wart.” 

Says I to myself, “Young man, it wouldn't be wholesome 
for you to go down there and call it the Wart.” 

Well, they let me in, then, and told me I was safe for- 
■ ever and wouldn’t have any more trouble. 

Then they turned from me and went on with their work, 
the same as if they considered my case all complete and 
shipshape. I was a good deal surprised at this, but I was 
diffident about speaking up and reminding them. I did 
.so hate to do it, you know; it seemed a pity to bother 
them, they had so much on (heir hands. Twice I thought 
I would give up and let the thing go; so twice I started to 
leave, but immediately I thought what a figure I should 
cut stepping out amongst the redeemed in such a rig, and 
that made me hang back and come to anchor again. Peo- 
ple got to eyeing me — clerks, you know — wondering why 
Tdidn’t get under way. I couldn’t stand this long — it was 
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30 uncomfortable. So at last I plucked iip courage and 
ipped the head clerk a signal. He says: 

“What! you here yet? What’s wanting?” 

Says 1, in a low voice and very confidential, making a 
rumpet with my hand at his ear: _ ■ _ 

“I beg pardon, and you mustn’t mind my reminding 
rau, and seeming to meddle, but hain t yen forgot, some- 
hing?” 

He studied a second, and saja: 

“Forgot something? . . . No, not that I snow or.*’ 
“Think,” says I. 

He thought. Then he says: 

“No, I can’t seem to have forgot anything. W nat is it?” 
“Look at me,” says I, “look me all over.” 

He done it. 

“Well?” 'says he. 

'“Well,” says Ir “you don’t notice anything? If I 
branched out amongst the elect looking like this, wouldn’t 
I attract considerable attention? — wouldn’t I be a little 
conspicuous?” 

“Well,” he says, “I don’t see anything the matter. What 
do you lack?” 

“Lackl Why, I lack my harp, and my wreatb, and mv 
halo, and my hymn-book, and my palm branch — I lack 
everything that a body naturally requires up here, r.y 
friend.” 


Puzzled?’ Peters, be was the worst puzziec 
ever saw. Finally he says: 

. “Well, you seem to be a curiosity every w 
takes you. I never heard of these thiem her or 
' I looked -at the man awhile in solid aioor.itb 
I says; ' ' 

“Now, 1 hope you don’t take it as an ottenoe. 
mean any, but teaUy,‘for a man that ka.t he 
dom as long as 1 reckon you have, voa co 
powerful little about, its customs ” 

“Its customs!” says he. “Heaven is a iar-e t 
friend. Large empires have many and diver-'. 
.'Even small dominions have, as you know cv 
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“I’m much obliged ” says I; “why didn’t you dart ms . 
rough when I first arrived?” 

“We have a good deal -to think of h,2r&> it your 

ace to think of it and ask for it. Good-by; we probably 

lan’t-see you in this region for a thousand centuries or 
' 

“In that case, o revoor," says I. 

I hopped onto the carpet and held my breath and shut 
ly eyes and wished I was in the booking-office of my 
wn section. The very next instant a voice I Imev/ sung 
ut in a business kind of way; 

. “A harp -and a hymn-book, pair of wings and a halo, 
ize 13, for Cap’n Eh Stormfield, of San Francisco! — make 
lim out a clean bill of health, and let him in.” 

I opened my eyes. Sure enough, it was a Pi Ute Injun I 
used to know in Tulare County; mighty good fellow — ^I re- 
member being at his funeral, which consisted of him being 
burnt and the other Injuns gauming their faces with his - 
ashes and howling like wildcats. He was pov/erful -glad to 
see me, and you may make up your mind I was just as 
glad to see him, and feel that I was in the right kind of 
heaven at last. 

Just as far as your eye could reach, there was swarms 
of clerks, running and bustling around, tricking out thou- 
sands of Yanks and Mexicans and English and A-rabs, 
and all sorts of people in their new outfits; and when they 
, gave me my kit and I put on my halo and took a look in 
the glass, I could have jumped over a house for joy, I was 
so happy. 

“Now this is something like!” says 1. 

“Now,” says I, “I’m all right — show me a cloud.” 

Inside of fifteen minutes I was a mile on my way to- 
ward the cloud-banks and about a million people along 
with me. Most of us tried to fly, but some got crippled 
and nobody made a success of it So we concluded to 
walk, for the present, till we had had some wing practice. 

We begun to meet swarms of folks v/ho v/ere coming 
back. Some had harps and nothing else; some had hymn- 
books and nothing else; some had nothing at all; all. of 
them looked meek and uncomfortable; one young Tellov/ 
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hadn’t anything left but his halo, and: he was carrying 
that in his hand; all of a sudden he offered it to me and 
says: ? 

“Will you hold it for me a minute?” ^ 

' Then he disappeared in the crowd. I went bn. A woman 
asked, me to. hold her palm branch, and then she disap- 
peared. A girl got me to hold her harp for her, and by 
George, she disappeared; and so on and so on, till I was 
about loaded down to the guards. Then comes a smiling 
old gentleman and asked me to hold his things: I swabbed 
off the perspiration and says, pretty tart: s 

“I’ll have to get you to excuse me, my friend — I ain’t 
no hat-rack.” 

About this time I begun to run across piles of those 
traps, lying in the road. I just quietly dumped my extra 
cargo along with them. I looked around, and Peters, that 
whole nation that was following me were loaded down 
the same as I’d been. The return crowd had got them to 
hold their things a minute, you see. They all dumped their 
loads, too, and we went on. 

When I found myself perched on a cloud, with a mil- 
lion other people, I never felt so good- in my life. Says I, 
“Now this is according to the promises; I’ve been having 
my doubts, but now I mn in heaven, sure enough." I gave 
my palm branch a wave or two, for luck, and then 1 
\tautened up my harp-strings and struck in. Well, Peters, 
I you can’t imaging anything like the row we made. It was 
f grand to listen to, and made a body thrill all over, but 
ffiere was considerable many tunes going on at once, and 
that was a drawback to the harmony, you understand; 
and then there was a lot of Injun tribes, and they kept up 
such another war-whooping that they kind of took the 
tuck out of the music. By and by I quit performing, and 
judged I’d take a rest. There was quite a nice mild old 
gentleman sitting next me, and I noticed he didn’t take 
a hand; I- encouraged him, but he said he was naturally 
bashful, and was afraid to try before so many people. By 
and, by the old gentleman said h& never could seem to enjoy 
music somehow. The fact was I was beginning to feel 
the same way; but Tdidp’t say anything. Him and I had a 
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considerable long silence, then, but of course it warn’t no-' 
ticeable in that place. After about sixteen or seventeen 
hours, during which I played and sung a little, now and 
then — alwaj's the same tune,- because I didn’t know any 
other — I laid down my harp and begun to fan myself with 
my palm branch. Then we both got to sighing pretty regu- 
lar. Finally, says he; 

“Don’t you know any tune but the one you’ve been peg- 
ging at all day?” 

“Not another blessed one,” says I. 

“Don’t you reckon you could learn another one?” says 
he. 

“Never,” says I; “I’ve tried to, but I couldn’t manage it” 

“It’s a long time to hang to the one — eternity, you 
know.” - 

“Don’t break my. heart,” says I; “I’m getting low-spirited 
enough already.” 

After another long silence, says he: 

“Are you glad to be here?” 

Says I, “Old man, I’ll be frank with you. This ain’t just 
as near my idea of bliss as I thought it was going to be, 
when I used to go to church.” 

Says he, “What do you say to knocking off and calling 
it half a day?” 

“That’s me,” says I. “I never wanted to get off watch 
so bad in my life.” 

So we started. Millions were coming to the cloud-bank 
all the time, happy and hosannahing; millions were leaving 
it all the time, looking mighty quiet, I tell you. We laid 
for the new-comers, and pretty soon I’d got them- to hold 
my things a minute, and then I was a free man again and 
most outrageously happy. Just then I ran across old Sam 
Bartlett, who had been dead a long time, and stopped to 
have a talk with him. Says I: 

“Now tell me — is this to go on forever? Ain't 
thing else for a change?” 

Says he; 

“I’ll set you right on that point very quick. P 
- the figurative language of the Bible and the alli 
^.literal, and the first thing they ask for when the 
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is a halo and a harp, and so on. Nothing that’s harmless 
and reasonable is- refused a body here, if he aslis it in the 
right spirit. So they are outfitted with these- things with- 
out a word. They go and sing and play just about one day, 
and that’s the last you'll ever see them in the choir. They 
don’t need anybody to tell them that that sort of thing 
wouldn’t make a heaven — at least not a heaven that a’ sane 
man could stand a week and remain sane. That cloud- 
bank is placed where the noise can’t disturb the old in- 
habitants, and so there ain’t any harm in letting everybody 
get up there and cure himself as soon as he comes. 

“Now you just remember this — heaven is as blissful 
and lovely as it can be; but it’s just the busiest place you 
ever heard of. There ain’t any idle people here after the 
first day. Singing hymns and waving palm branches 
through all eternity is pretty when you hear about it in the 
pulpit, but its as poor a way to put in valuable time as a 
body could contrive. It would just make a heaven of 
warbling ignoramuses, don’t you see? Eternal Rest sounds 
comforting in the pulpit, too. Well, you try it once, and 
see how heavy time will hang on your hands. Why, Storm- 
field. a man like you, that had been active and stirring 
all his life, would go mad in six months in a heaven where 
he hadn’t anything to do. Heaven is the very last place 
. to come to rest in — and don’t you be afraid to bet on 
that!’’ 

Says I; 

“Sam. I’m as glad to hear it as' I thought I’d be sorry. 
I^’m glad I come, now.” 

?^i.;Says he: 

lia*»:j'Cap’n, ain’t you pretty physically tired?’’ 
t^'-’Says I: 

Sy.V'Sam, it ain’t any name for it! I’m dog-tired." 

“Just so — just so. You’ve earned a good deep, and you’ll 
■ get it. You’ve earned a good appetite, and you’ll enjoy 
your dinner. It’s the same here as it is on earth — you’ve 
got to earn a thing, square and honest, before you enjoy 
it. You can’t enjoy first and earn aftenvards. But there’s 
this difference, here: you can choose your own occupa- 
tion, and all the powers of heaven tvill be put forth to 
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help you make a success of it, if you do your level best. 
The shoemaker on earth that had the soul-of a poet in him 
won’t have to make shoes here.” 

“Now that’s all reasonable and right,” says I. “Plenty 
of work, and the kind you hanker after; no more pain, no 
more suffering — ■" 

^ “Oh, hold on; there’s plenty of pain here — but it don’t 
kill. There’s plenty of suffering here, but it don’t last. You 
see, happiness ain’t a thing in itself — it’s only a contrast 
with something that ain’t pleasant. That’s all it is. There 
ain’t a thing you can mention that is happiness in its own- 
self — it’s only so by contrast with the other thin g. And so, 
as soon as the novelty is over and the force of the con- 
trast dulled, it ain’t happiness any longer,, and you have 
to get something fresh. Well, there’s plenty of pain and suf- 
fering in heaven — consequently there’s plenty of contrasts 
and just no end of happiness,” 

Says. I, “it’s the sensiblest heaven I’ve heard, of yet, Sam; 
though it’s about as. different from the one I -was brought, 
up on as a live princess is different from her own wax 
figger,” 

Along in the first months I knocked around about the 
Kingdom, making friends and finally settled down in a 
pretty likely region, .to have a rest before taking another 
start. I went on making acquaintances and gathering up 
information. T had a good deal of talk with an old bald-, 
headed angel by the name of Sandy McWilliams. He was 
from somewhere in New Jersey. I went about with him, 
considerable. We used to lay around, warm afternoons, in 
the shade of a rock, on some meadow-grormd that was 
pretty high and out of the marshy slush of his cranberry- 
farm, and there we used to talk about all kinds of things 
and smoke pipes. One day, says I: 

“About how old might you be, Sandy?” 

“Seventy-two.” ^ 

“I judged so. How long you been in heaven?” 

“Twenty-seven years, come Christmas.” 

“How old was you ^en you come up?” 

_ “Why, seventy-two, of course.” 
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“You can’t mean it!” 

“Why can’t I mean it?’-’ 

“Because, if you was seventy-two then, you are natur- 
ally ninety-nine now.” ,} 

“No, but I ain’t. I stay the same age I was when I come.” 

“Well,” says I, “come to think, there> something just 
here that I want to ask about. Down belowi I always had 
an idea, that in heaven we would all be young, and bright, 
and spry.” 

“Well, you can be young if you want to. You’ve only got 
to wish.” 

“Well, then why didn’t you wish?” 

“I did They all did. You’ll try it, some day, like 
enough; but you’ll get tired of the change pretty soon.” 

“Why?” 

“WeU, I’M tell you. Now you’ve always been a sailor; 
did you ever try some other business?” 

“Yes, I tried keeping grocery, once, up in the mines; 
but I couldn’t stand it; it was too dull — no stir, ho storm, 
no life about it; it was like being part dead and part alive, 
both at the same time, I wanted to be one thing or t’other. 
I shut up shop pretty quick and went to sea.” 

“That’s it. Grocery people like it, but you couldn’t. You 
see you wasn’t used to it Well, I wasn’t used to being 
young, and I couldn’t seem fo take, any interest in it. I 
was strong, and handsome, and had curly hair — yes, and 
wings, too! — gay wings like a butterfly. I went to picnics 
^and dances and parties with the fellows, and tried to carry 
^n and talk nonsense with the girls, but it wasn’t any use; 
S couldn’t take to it — fact is, it was an awful bore. What 
I wanted was early to bed and early to rise, and something 
to do; and when my work was done, I wanted to sit 
quiet, and smoke and think — not tear around with a parcel 
of giddy young kids. You can’t think what I suffered 
whilst I was young.” 

“How long was you young?” 

“Only two weeks. That was plenty for me. Laws, I was 
so lonesome! You see, I was full of the knowledge and' 
experience of seventy-two years; the deepest subject those. 
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young folks could strike was only a-b-c to me. And to 
hear them argue — oh, my! it would have been funny, if 
it hadn’t been so pitiful. Well, I was so hungry for the 
ways and the sober talk I was used to, that I tried to ring 
in with the old people, but they wouldn’t have it They 
considered me a conceited young upstart, and gave me 
the cold shoulder. Two weeks was a-plenty for me. I was 
glad to get back my bald' head again, and my pipe, and 
my old drowsy reflections in the shade of a rock or a 
tree.” 

“Well,” says I, “do you mean to say you’re going to 
stand still at seventy-two, forever?” 

“I don’t know, and I ain’t particular. But I ain’t going 
to drop back to twenty-five any more — I know that, mighty 
well. I know a sight more than I did twenty-seven years 
ago, and I enjoy learning, all the time, but I don’t seem 
to get any plder. That is, bodily — my mind gets older, 
and stronger; and better seasoned, and more satisfactory.” 

Says I, “If a man comes here at ninety, don’t he ever 
set himself back?” 

“Of course he does. He sets himself back to fourteen; 
tries it a couple of hours, and feels like a fool; sets him- 
self forward to twenty; it ain’t much improvement; tries 
thirty, fifty, eighty, and finally ninety — ^finds he is more 
at home and comfortable at the same old figure he is used 
to than any other way. Or, if his mind begun to fail him 
on earth at eighty, that’s where he finally sticks up here. 
He sticks at the place where his mind was last at its best, 
for there’s where his enjoyment is best, and his ways most 
. set and established.” 

. “Does a chap of twenty-five stay always twenty-five, and 
' look it?”, . 

■ “If he is a fool, yes. But if he is bright, and ambitious 
!' and industrious, the knowledge he gains and the experi- 
; ences he has, change his ways and thoughts and likings, 
and make him find his best pleasure in the company of 
people above' that age; so he allows his body to take on 
jithat look of as many added years as he needs to make him 
■p'corafortable and proper in that sort of society; he lets his 
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body go'oa taking the look of age, according as he pro- 
gresses, and by and by he will be bald and .\vrinkled out- 
side, and wise and deep within.” 

“Babies the same?" 

“Babies the same. Laws, what asses we used to be, on 
earth, about these thingsl We said we'd be always young 
in heaven. We didn’t say how young — ^we didn’t think of 
that,, perhaps — that is, we didn’t all think alike, anyway. 
When I was a boy of. seven, I suppose I thought we’d all. 
be twelve, in heaven; when I was twelve, I suppose I 
thought we’d all be eighteen or twenty in heaven; when' 
I was forty, I begun to go back; I remember I hoped 
sve’d all be about thirty years old in heaven. Neither a 
man nor a boy ever thinks the age he has is exactly the 
best one — he puts the right age a few years older or a few 
years younger than he is. Then he makes that ideal age 
the general age of the heavenly people. And he expects 
everybody to stick at that age — stand stock-still — and ex- 
pects them to enjoy it! — Now just think of the idea of ; 
standing still in heaven! Think of a heaven made up 
entirely of hoop-rolling, marble-playing cubs of sevea 
years! — or of awkward, diffident, sentimental immaturities 
.of nineteen — or of vigorous people of thirty, healthy- 
minded, brimming with ambition, but chained hand and,, 
foot to that one age and its limitations like so many galley-, 
slavesi Think of the dull sameness of a society made up 
of people all of one age and one set of looks,' habits, 
tastes and feelings. Think how superior to it earth would 
be, with its variety of types and faces and ages, and tbs 
enlivening attrition of the myriad interests that come into 
pleasant collision in such a variegated society.” ' ^ ^ 

“Look here,” says I, “do you know what you’re doing?” 

“Well, what am I doing?” 

“You are making heaven pretty comfortable in one 
way, but you are playing the mischief with it in another.", 

“How d’you mean?” 

, “Wen,” I says, “take a young mother that's lost her 
child, and — ' 

“’Shi”. he says. “Look!” 

It was a woman. . Middle-aged, and had grizzled hajr. 
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s walldag slow, and her head was bent down, and 
igs-han^ng limp and droopy; and she looked ever 
d, and was crying, poor thing! She passed alpng 
h her head down, that way, and the tears running 
ler face, and didn’t see us. Then Sandy said, low and 
and full of, pity; 

i’s hunting for her child! No, found it, I reckon, 
aow she’s changed! But I recognized her in a min- 
tiough it’s twenty-seven years since I saw her. A 
mother she was, about twenty-two or four, or along 
and blooming and lovely and sweet? oh, just a • 

! And all her heart and all her soul was wrapped up 
r child, her little ^rl, two years ol^. And it died, 
ihe went- wild with grief, just wild! Well, the only 
drt she had was' that she’d see her child again, in 
:n — ^‘never more to part,’ she said, and kept on say- 
t over and over, 'never more to part’ And the words 
i her happy, yes, they did; they made her joyful; and 
1 1 was dying, twenty-seven years ago, she told me to 
her child the first ^ng, and say she was coming — 

l , soon, very soon, she hoped and believed!’ ” 

»Vhy, it’s pitiful, Sandy.” 

.e didn’t say anything for a while, but sat looking at 
ground, thinking. Then he says, kind of mournful; 

And now she’s come!” ' 

Well? Go on.” 

Stormfield, maybe she hasn’t found the child, but I 
ik she has. Looks so to me. I’ve seen cases before. You 
she’s kept that child in her head just the same as it 
1 when she jounced it in her arras a little chubby thing. 

; here it didn’t elect to stay a child. No, it elected to 
w up, which it did. And in these twenty-seven years 
aas' learned all the deep scientific learning there is to 

m, and is studying and studying and learning and learn- 

S more and more, alP the time, and don’t give a damn 
■ anything but learning; just learning, and discussing gi- 
“W herself.” 


“Stormfield don’t you see? Her mother knows cran- 
mes, and ho^y to tend theniV'and pick dhem, and put 
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body go' on takmg the look of age, according as he pro- 
gresses, and, by and by he will be bald and .wrinkled out- 
side, and wise and deep within.” 

“Babies the same?” 

“Babies the same. Laws, what asses we used to be, on 
earth, , about these things! We said we’d be always young 
in heaven. We didn’t say how young — we didn’t think of 
that,: perhaps — that is, we didn’t all think alike, anyway. , 
.When I was a boy of. seven, I suppose I thought we’d all ' 
be twelve, in heaven; when 1 was twelve, I suppose I 
thought we’d all be eighteen or twenty in heaven; when 
I was forty, I begun to go back; I remember I hoped 
we’d all be about thirty years old in heaven. Neither a 
man nor a boy ever thinks the age he has is exactly the , 
best one — he puts the right age a few years older or a few 
years younger than he is. Then he makes that ideal age 
the general age of the heavenly people. And he expects 
everybody to stick at that age — stand stock-still — and ex- 
pects them to enjoy it. — Now just think of the idea of- 
standing still in heaven! Think of a heaven made up. 
entirely of hoop-rolling, marble-playing cubs of seven 
years! — or of awkward, diflSdent, sentimental immaturities 
.of nineteen — or of vigorous people of thirty, healthy- 
minded, brimming with ambition, but chained hand and 
foot to that one age and its limitations like so many galley- . 
slavesi Think of the dull sameness of a society made up 
of people all of one age and one set of looks, habits, 
tastes and feelings. Think how superior to it earth would , 
be, with its variety of types and faces and ages, and the 
enlivening attrition of the myriad interests that come into 
pleasant collision in such a variegated society.” 

“Look here,” says I, “do you kjjow what you’re doing?” 

“Well, what am I doing?” 

“You are making heaven pretty comfortable in one 
way, but you are playing the mischief with it in another.” 

“How d’you mean?” 

“Wen,” I says, “take a young mother that’s lost her 
child, and — " 

“ ’Shi” he says. “Look!” - • 

It was a woman. . Middle-aged, and had grizzled .hajr. 
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She was walking slow, and her head was bent down, and 
her wings hanging limp and droopy; and she looked ever 
so tired, and was crying, poor thing! She passed along 
by, with her head down, that way, and the tears running 
down her face, and didn’t see us. Then Sandy said, low and 
gentle, and full of pity: 

“She^s hunting for her child! No, found it, I reckon. 
Lord how she’s changed! But I recognized her in a min- 
ute, though it’s twenty-seven years since I saw her. A 
young mother she was, about twenty-two or four, or along 
there; and blooming and lovely and sweet? oh, just a 
flower! And all her heart and all her soul was wrapped up 
in her child, her little girl, two years old. And it died, 
and she went wild with grief, just wild! Well, the only 
comfdrt she had was that she’d see her child again, in 
heaven — ‘never more to part,’ she said, and kept on say- 
ing it over and over, ‘never more to part.’ And the words 
made her happy; yes, they did; they made her joyful; and 
when I was dying, twenty-seven years ago, she told me to 
find her child the first thing, and say she was coming — 
soon, soon, very soon, she hoped and believed!’ ” 

“Why, it’s pitiful, Sandy.” 

He didn’t say anything for a while, but sat looking at 
the ground, thinking. Then he says, kind of mournful: 

‘'And now she’s come!” 

“WeU? Go on.” 

“Stormfield, maybe she hasn’t found the child, but I 
think she has. Looks so to me. I’ve seen cases before. You 
see, she’s kept that child in her head just the same as it 
was when she jounced" it in her arms a little chubby thing. 
But here it didn’t elect to stay a child. No, it elected to 
grow up, which it did. And in these twenty-seven years 
it has learned all the deep scientific learning there is to 
learn, and is studying and studying and learning and learn- 
ing more and more, all the time, and don’t give a damn 
for anything but learning; just learning, and discussing gi- 
gantic problems with people like herself.” 

“Well?” 

‘^Stormfield, don’t you see? Her mother ki 
berries, and hovy to tend them, and pick then 
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them up, and market them; and not another blamed thing! 
Her and her daughter can’t be any more company for each 
other now than mud turtle and bird o’’ paradise. Poor 
thing, she was looking for a baby to jounce; I think she’s 
struck a disapp’intment.” 

“Sandy, what will they do — stay unhappy forever , in 
heaven?” 

“No, they’ll come together and get adjusted by and by. 
But not this year, and not next. By and by.” 

I had been having considerable trouble with my wings. 
The day after I helped the choir, I made a dash or two with 
them,, but was not lucky. First off, I flew thirty yards, and' 
then fouled an Irishman and brought him down — brought 
us both down, in fact. Next, I had a collision with a Bishop 
— and bowled him down, of course. We had some sharp 
words, and I felt pretty cheap, to come banging into a 
grave old person like that, with a million strangers looking 
on and smiling to themselves. 

I saw I hadn’t got the hang of the steering, and so 
couldn’t rightly tell where I was going to bring up when I 
started. I went afoot the rest of the day, and let my wings 
hang. Early next morning I went to a private place to have 
some practice. I got up on a pretty high rock, and got a 
good start, and went swooping down, aiming for a bush a. 
little over three hundred yards off; but I couldn’t seem to 
calculate for the wind, which was about two points abaft 
my beam. I could see I was going considerable to looard of 
the bush, so I worked my starboard wing slow and went 
ahead strong on the port one, but it wouldn’t answer; I 
could see I was going to broach to, so I slosved down on 
both, and lit. I went back to the rock and took another 
chance at it. I aimed two or three points to starboard of 
the bush — yes, more than that — enough so as to. make it 
nearly a head-wind. I done well enough, but made pretty 
, poor time. I could see, plain enough, that on a head-wind, 
wings was a mistake. I could see that a body could sail 
pretty close to the \Wnd, but he couldn’t go in the wind’s 
eye. I could see that if I wanted to go a-visiting any dis- 
tance from home, and the wind was ahead, I might have 
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to wait days, maybe, for a change; and I could see, too, 
that these things could not be any use at all in a gale; if 
you tried to run before the wind, you would make a mess 
of it, for there isn’t any way to shorten -sail — like reefing, 
you know — you have to take it all in — ^shut yo'ur feathers 
down flat to -your sides. That would land you, of course. 
You could lay to, with your head to the wind — that is the 
best you could do, and right hard work you’d find it, too. 
K you tried any other game, you would founder, sure. 

I judge it was about a couple of weeks or so after this 
that I dropped old Sandy McWilliams a note one day — it 
was a Tuesday — and asked him to come over and take his 
manna and quails with me ne.xt day; and the first thing he 
did when he stepped in was to rivinkle his eye in a sly way, 
and say: 

“Well, Cap, what you done witli your wings?” 

I saw in a minute that there was some sarcasm done up 
in that rag somewheres, but I never let on. I only says: 

“Gone to the wash.” 

“Yes,” he says, in a dry sort of way, “they mostly go to 
the .wash — about this time — I’ve often noticed it. Fresh 
angels are powerful neat. When do you look for ’em back?" 

“Day after tomorrow,” says I. 

He winked at me, and smiled. 

Says I: 

“Sandy, out with it. Come — no secrets among friends. 

I notice you don’t ever wear wings — and plenty others 
don’t I’ve been making an ass of myself — is that it?” 

“That is about the size of it But it is no harm. We all 
do it at first It’s perfectly natural. You see, on earth we 
jump to . such foolish conclusions as to things up here. In 
the pictures we always saw the angels with wings on and 
that was all right; but we jumped to the conclusion that 
that was their way of getting around — and that was all 
wrong. The wings ain’t anything but a uniform, that s all. 
When they are in the field — so to speak they always wear 
them; you never see an angel going with a message any-i 
where without his wings, any more than you would^ see a 
military officer presiding at a court-martial without his uni- 
form, or a postman delivering letters, or^a policeman walk- 
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lag bis beat, in plain clothes. But they ain’t to fly with! 
The wings are for show, not for use. Old experienced an- 
gels are like officers of the regular army — they dress plain, 
when they are off duty. New angels are like the militia — ■_ 
never shed the uniform — -always fluttering and floundering 
around in their wings, butting people down, flapping here, 
and there, and everywhere, always imagining they arp at- 
tracting the admiring eye — ^well, they just think they are 
the very most important people in heaven. And when you 
see. one of them come sailing around with one wing tipped 
up and t’other down, you make up your mind he is saying 
to himself; T wish Mary Ann in Arkansaw could see me 
now. I reckon she’d wish she hadn’t shook me.’ No, they’re 
. just for show, that’s all — only just for show.” 

“I judge you’ve got it about right, Sandy,” says I.- 

“Why, look at it yourself,” says he. "You ain’t built for 
wings — no man is. You know what a grist of years it took 
you to come here from the earth — and yet you were boom- 
ing along faster than any cannon-ball could go. Suppose 
you had to fly that distance with your wings — wouldn’t 
eternity have been over before you got here? Certainly. 
Well, angels have to go to the earth every day — millions- 
of them — to appear in visions to dying children and good 
people, you know — it’s the heft of their business. They 
appear with their wings, of course, because they are oii, 
official service, and because the dying persons wouldn’t 
know they were angels if they hadn’t wings — but do you 
reckon they fly with them? It stands to reason they don’t 
The wings would wear out before they got halfway; even 
the pinfeathers would be gone; the wing frames wodd be 
as bare as kite sticks before the paper is pasted on. The 
distances in heaven are billions of times greater; angels 
have to go all over heaven every day; could they do it 
with their wings alone? No, indeed; they wear the wings 
•for style, but they travel any distance in an instant by 
wishing. The wishing-carpet of the Arabian Nights was a 
sensible idea — but our earthly idea of angels flying these 
awful distances with their clumsy wings was foolish. 

“Our young saints, of both sexes, wear wings all the 
time— blazing red ones, and blue and green, and gold,- apd 
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“It is manners to go in full dress. You want to wear 
your wings, you know, and your other things." ■ 

“Which ones?” 

“Halo, and harp, and palm branch, and all that.” ’ 
“Well," says I, “I reckon I ought to be ashamed of my- 
self, but the fact is I left them laying around that day I 
resigned from the choir. I haven’t got a rag to wear but 
this robe and the wings.” . 

“That’s all right. You’ll find they’ve been raked up and 
saved for you. Send for them.” 

“I’ll do it, Sandy. But what was it you was saying about 
unsacrilegious things, which people expect to get, and will 
be disappointed about?” 

“Oh, there are a lot of such things that people expect 
and don’t get. For instance, there’s a Brooklyn preacher 
by the name of Talmage, who is laying up a considerable- 
disappointment for himself. He says, every now and then 
in his sermons, that the first thing he does when he gets to 
heaven, will be to fling his arms around Abraham, Isaac 
and Jacob, and kiss them and weep on them. There’s mil- 
lions of people down there on earth that are promising 
themselves the same thing. As many as sixty thousand 
people arrive here every single day, that want to run 
straight to Abraham, Isaac and Jacob, and hug them and 
weep on them. Now mind you, sixty thousand a day is a 
pretty heavy contract for those old people. If they were a 
mind to allow it, they wouldn’t ever have anything to do, 
year in and year out, but stand up and be hugged and wept 
on thirty-two hours in the twenty-four. They would be 
tired out and as wet as muskrats all the time. What would 
heaven be to them? It would be a mighty good place to'get 
out of — you kmow that, yourself. Those are kind and gentle 
old Jews, but they ain’t any fonder of kissing the emotional 
highlights of Brooklyn than you be. You mark my words, 
Mr. T.’s endearments are going to be declined, with thanks. 
There are limits to the privileges of the elect, even in 
heaven. Why, if Adam was to show himself to every new 
■comer that wants to call and gaze at him and strike him 
for his autograph, he would never have time to do anytlfing 
else - but just that. Talmage has said he is going to* give. 
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Adam some of his attentions, as well as A., I. and J But 
he wiD have to change ius mind about that,” 

. “Do you think Talmage will really come here?" 

“Why, certainly, he wiU; but don’t you be alarmed- he 
■wiU run with his own kind, and there’s plenty of them 
That is the main charm of heaven— tliere’s all kinds here— ^ 
which wouldn t be the case if you let the preachers tell it. 
Anybody can find the sort he, prefers, here, and he just 
lets the others alone, and they let him alone. When the 
Deity builds a heaven, it is built right, and on a hberal 
. plan.” 

Sandy sent home for his thin^, and I sent for mine, and 
about nine in the evening we begun to dress. Sandy says: 

, ‘This is going to be a grand time for you. Stormy. Like 
as not some of the patriarchs will turn out,” 

“No, but will they?” 


“Like as not. Of course they are pretty exclusive. They 
hardly ever show themselves to the common public. I be- 
lieve they never turn out except for an eleventh-hour con- 
vert They wouldn’t do it then, only earthly tradition makes 
a grand show pretty necessary on that kind of an occasion," 
“Do they all turn out, Sandy?" 

“NVho? — all the patriarchs? Ob, no — hardly ever more 
than a couple. You will be here fifty thousand years — may- 
be more— before you get a glimpse of all the patriarchs and 
- prophets. Since I have been here, Job has been to the front 
once, andionce Ham and Jeremiah both at the same time. 


But the finest thing that has happened in ray day was a 
W or so ago; that was Charles Peace’s reception — him 
'■Mi called ‘the Bannercross- Murderer’— an Englishman., 
^ere were four patriarchs and two prophets on the Grand 
ffld that time — there hasn’t been imylhing like k since 
iptain Kidd came; Abel was there— the first time in 
i'elve hundred years. A report got around that Adam was 
3 ming;well, of course, Abel was .enou^ to bring a crowd; 

B by himself, but there is nobody that can draw like 
Warn. It was a false report, . but it got around, an^vay. ^ 
^y. and it will be a long, day before I see the hke ot rt 
^Sala.'The reception was in the Engfish-dep^ m ^ 
iptirse, which is eight hundred and eleyea. 8? , ■ ■ 
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from the New Jersey line. I went, along with a good many 
of my neighbors, and it was a sight to see, I can tell you. 
Flocks came from all the departments. I saw Esquimaux 
there, and Tartars, Negroes, Chinamen — people from 
everywhere. You see a mixture like that in the. Grand 
Choir, the first day you land here, but you hardly ever 
see it again. There were billions of people; when they were 
singing or hosannahing, the noise was wonderful; and even 
when their tongues were still the drumming of the wings 
was nearly enough to burst your head, for all the sky was 
as thick as if it was snowing angels. Although Adam was 
not there, it was a great time anyway, because we had three 
archangels on the Grand Stand — it is a seldom thing that 
even one comes out.” 

“What did they look like, Sandy?” 

“Well, they' had shining faces, and shining robes,- and 
wonderful rainbow wings, and they stood eighteen feet 
high, and wore swords, and held their heads up in a noble 
way, and looked like soldiers.” 

“Did they have halos?” 

“No — anyway, not the hoop kind. The archangels and 
the upper-class patriarchs wear a finer thing than that.. It 
is a round, solid, splendid glory of gold, that is blinding to 
look at. You have often seen a patriarch in a picture, on 
earth, with that thing on — you remember it? — he looks as 
if he had his head in a brass platter. That don’t give you 
the right idea of it at all — it is much more shining and 
beautiful.” 

“Did you talk with those archangels and patriarchs, 
landy?” 

“Who — 1? Why, what can you be thinking about, 
Itormy? I ain’t worthy to speak to such as they.” 

“Is Talmage?” 

“Of course not. You have got the same mixed-up idea 
hout these things that everybody has down there. I had it 
ince, but I got over it. Down there they talk- of the 
leavenly King — and that is right — but then they go right 
in speaking as if this was a repuBUc and everybody \Vas 
in a dead level^ with everybody else, and privileged to fling 
lis arms aroiihd anybody- he comes across, and be hail- 
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fellow-well-inet with all the elect, from the highest down. 
How tangled up and absurd that isl How are you going to 
have a republic under a king? How are you going to .have 
a republic at all, where the head of the government - is 
absolute, holds his place forever, and has no parliament, 
no council to meddle or make in his affairs, nobody voted 
for, nobody elected, nobody in the whole universe with a 
voice in the government, nobody asked to take a hand in 
its matters, and nobody allowed to do it? Fine republic, 
ain’t it?” 

“Well, yes — it is a little different from the idea I had — 
but 1 thought I might go around and get acquainted with 
the grandees, anyway — not exactly splice the main-brace 
with them, you know, but shake hands and pass the time 
of day.” 

“Could Tom, Dick and Harry call on the Cabinet of 
Russia and do that? — on Prince Gortschakoff, for in- 
stance?” 

“I reckon not, Sandy.” 

“Well, this is Russia — only more so. There’s not the 
shadow of a republic about it any\vhere. There are ranks, 
here. There are viceroys, princes, governors, sub-governors, 
sub-sub-govemors, and a hundred orders of nobUity, grad- 
ing along down from grand-ducal archangels, stage by , 
stage, till the general level is struck, where there ain’t any 
titles. Do you know what a prince of the blood is, on 
earth?” 

“No.” 

“Well, a prince, of the blood don’t belong to the royal 
family exactly, and he don’t belong to the mere nobility of 
the kingdom; he is lower than the one, and higher than 
t’other. That’s about the position of the patriarchs and 
prophets here. There’s some mighty high nobilitj^ here — 
people that you and I ain’t worthy to polish sandals for — 
and they ain’t worthy to polish sandals for the patriarchs 
and prophets. That gives you a kind of an idea of their 
rank, don’t it? You begin to see how high up they are, 
don’t you? Just to get a two-minute glimpse of one of them 
is a thing for a body to remember and tell about for a 
thousand years. Why, Captain, just think of this: if Ahn?- ' 
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ham was to set foot dowa here by this door, \here would 
be a railing, set up around that foot-track right away, and 
a shelter put over it, and people would flock here from all 
over heaven, for, hundreds and hundreds of years, to look 
at it. Abraham is one of the parties that Mr. Talmage, of 
Brooklyn, is going to embrace, and kiss, and weep on, 
when he comes. He wants to lay in a good stock of tears, 
yoii know, or five to one he will go dry before he gets a 
chance to do it.” 

"Sandy,” says I, “I had an idea that I was going to be 
equals with everybody here, loo, but I will let that drop. It 
don’t matter, and I am plenty, happy enough anyway.” 

“Captain, you are happier than you would be, the other 
way. These old patriarchs and prophets have got ages the 
start of you; they know more in two minutes than you 
know in a year. Did you ever try to haVe a sociable im-r 
proving-time discussing winds, and currents and variations 
of compass with an undertaker?” 

"I get your idea, Sandy. He couldn’t interest me. He 
would be an ignoramus in such things — he would bore me, 
and I would bore him.” 

“You have got it. You would bore the patriarchs when 
• you talked, and .when they talked they would shoot over 
your head. By and by you would say, ‘Good morning, 
your Eminence, I will call again’ — but you wouldn’t. Did 
you ever ask the slush-boy to come up in the cabin and, 
take dinner with you?” 

“I get your drift again, Sandy. I wouldn’t be used to 
such grand people as the patriarchs and prophets, and I 
would be sheepish and tongue-tied in their company, and 
mighty glad to get. out of it. Sandy, which is. the highest 
rank, patriarch or prophet?” 

“Oh, the prophets hold over the patriarchs. The newest 
.prophet, even, is of a sight more consequence than the 
oldest patriarch. Yes, sir, Adam himself has to walk be- 
hind Shakespeare.” 

“Was Shakespeare a prophet?” 

“Of course he was; and so was Homer, and heaps more. 
But Shakespeare and the rest have to walk behind a com- 
mon tailor, from; Tennessee, by the name of Billings; and 



K h- ^ u Stormfield’s Visit to Heaven 340 

behind a horse-doctor named Sakln f 

Jeremiah, and Billings and ■Afghanistan'. 

side, right behind a Sowd from Jt V'f ' 

omy; next come a dS or Tvo^^fr^ T 

worlds; next come Daniel, and SakkaTn^SS 

a lot from systems outside of ours- npvt *^ucius; next 

Mahomet, Zoroaster and a tn-f Ezekiel, and 

Egyp.; .h;„ to “ S'* 'T 

p“ back Lm'eS 

helteV''' 'tap „,hP, 

message, and they all get their 
reward. The man who don’t get bis reward nn e! 
needn’t bother— he wiU get it here, sure ” 

“But why did they throw off on Shakespeare, that wav 
and put him away dorvn there below those shocmakersS 

is te°aS“3r '« Of P»P/= notoSj 


That is the heavenly justice of it— they wara’t rewarded 
according to their deserts, on earth, but here they get tlv^ir 
, rightful rank. That tailor Billings, from Tennessee, v/ro'te 
poetry that Homer and Shakespeare couldn’t begin to com" 
up to; but nobody would print it, nobody read it but his 
neighbors, an ignorant lot, and they laughed at it WherC 
ever the village had a 'drunken frolic and a dance, they 
would drag him in and crown him Tvnth cabbage leaves, and 
pretend to bow down to him; and one night when he was 
sick and nearly starved to death, they had him oat and. 
crowned him, and then they rode him on a rail aixiut the 
village, and every'body followed along, beating tin pans 
and yelling. Well, he died before morning. He wasn't ever 
expecting to go to heaven, much less that there was. going 
to be any fuss made over him, so f reckon ne was a good - 
• deal surprised when the reception broke on him.” 

“Was you there, Sandy?” 

“Bless you, no!” 

“Why? Didn’t you know it was going 
’• “Well, I judge I did. It vvas the u!k of 
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for a day, like this barkeeper business, but for twenty years 
before the man died.” 

“Why the mischief didn’t you go, then?” 

' “Now .how you talk! The like of me go meddling around 
at, the reception of a prophet? A mudsill like me trying to, 
push in and help receive an awful grandee like Edward J, 
Billings? Why, I should have been laughed at for a bil- 
lion miles around. I shouldn’t ever heard the last of it.” , . 

“Well, who did go, then?” 

“Mighty few people that you and I will ever get a chance 
to see. Captain. Not a solitary commoner ever has the luck 
to see a reception of a prophet, I can tell you. All the no- 
bility, and all the patriarchs and prophets — every last one 
of them — and all the archangels, and all. the princes and 
governors and viceroys, were there — and no small fry — 

' not a single one. And mind you, I’m not talking about only 
the grandees from oitr world, but the princes and patri- 
archs and so on from all the worlds that shine in our sky, 
and from billions more that belong in systems upon sys- 
tems away outside of the one our sun is in. There were 
some prophets and patriarchs there that ours ain’t a cir- 
cumstance to, for rank and illustriousness and all that. 
Some were from Jupiter and other worlds in our own sys- 
tem, but the most celebrated 'were three poets, Saa, Bo and 
Soof, from great planets in three different and very remote 
systems. These three names are common and familiar in 
every nook and comer of heaven, clear from one end of it 
to the other — fully as well known as the eighty Supreme 
Archangels, in fact — whereas our Moses, and Adam, and 
the rest, have not been heard of outside of our world’s 
little corner of heaven, except by a few very learned men 
scattered here and there — and they always spell their names 
wrong, and get the performances of one mixed up with the 
doings of another, and they almost always locate them sim- 
ply in our solar system, and think that is enough without 
going into little details such as naming the particular world 
• they are from. It is like a learned Hindoo showing off how 
much he knows by saying Longfellow lives in the United 
States — ^as if he lived all over the United States, and as if 
the country .was 46 small you couldn’t throw a brick there 









Captain Sicr!nri^:.i's 

vithout hitting him. Betv.-eea you mi 
ne, the cool way people from tho^ 
side our system snub our little woridt and even Cii;. 

Of course we think a good deal or Jupii.cr» 
world is only a potato to it, for sne; but then there 
worlds in other systems that Jupiter isat even a taustara- 
seed to— like the planet Goobra, for instmce, which you 
couldn’t si^ueeze inside the orbit of Halleys comet without 
straining the rivets. Tourists from Goobra (I mean, parties 
that lived and died, there— natives) come here, now and 
then, and inquire about our world, and when they find out ■ 
it is so little that a streak of lightning can flash clear 
around it m the eighth of a second, they have to lean up 
against something to laugh. Then- they screw a glass into 
their eye and go to examining iis, as if we were a curious ^ 
kind of foreign bug, or something of that sort. One of them 
asked me how long our day was; and when I told him it 
was twelve hours long, as a general thing, he asked me if 
people where I was from considered it worth while to get 
up and wash for such a day as that. That is the way with 
those Goobra people — they can’t seem to let a chance go 
by to throw, it in your face that 'their day is three hundred 
and twenty-two of our years long. This young snob was 
just of age — he was six or seven thousand of his days old 
— say two million of our years — and he bad all the puppy 
airs that belong to that time of life^that turning-point 
when a person has got over being a boy and yet ain’t quite 
■ a man exactly. If it had been anywhere else but in heaven, 

I would have given him a piece of my mind. Well,, any-' 
way, Billings had the, grandest reception that has been seen 
in thousMds of centuries, and I think it will have a good 
effect. His name will be carried pretty far, and it will make 
our system talked about, and maybe our world, too, and 
ra«e us in the respect of the general public of heaven. 
my, look here—Shakespeare walked backwards before 
.that tmlor from TemiKsee, and scattered flowers for him 
to wak on, and Homer stood behind his chair and waited 
M him at the banquet. Of course that didn’t go for much 

foreigners from other systems, 
they hadnt heard of Shakespeare or Homer either, S 
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it would amount to considerable down there on our little 
earth if they could know about it. I wish there was some- 
thing in that miserable spiritualism, so we could send them 
word,. That Tennessee village would set up a monument to' 
Billings/ then, and his autograph would outsell Satan’s. - 
Well, they had grand times at that reception — ^a small-fry 
noble from Hoboken told me all about it-^ir Richard 
DuSer, Baronet.” 

“What, Sandy, a nobleman from Hoboken? How is , 
that?” 

“Easy enough. Duffer kept a sausage-shop and never 
saved a cent in his life because he used to give all his spare , 
meat to the poor, in a quiet way. Not tramps — no, the 
other sort — the sort that will starve before they will beg — 
honest square people out of work. Dick used to watch 
hungry-looking men and women and children, and track 
them home, and find out all about them from the neigh- 
bors, and then feed them and find them work. As nobody 
ever saw him give anything to anybody, he had the repu- 
tation of being mean; he died with it, too, and everybody 
said it was a good riddance; but the minute he landed 
here, they made him a baronet, and the very first words 
Dick the sausage-maker of Hoboken heard when he 
, stepped upon the heavenly shore were, ‘Welcome, Sir Rich- 
ard Duffer!' It surprised him some, because he thought he 
had reasons to believe he was pointed for a warmer climate 
than this one.” 

Alt of a sudden the whole region fairly rocked under the 
crash of eleven hundred and one thunder blasts, all let off 
at once, and Sandy says: 

'There, that’s for the barkeep.” 

I jumped up and says: 

‘Then let’s be moving along, Sandy; we don’t want to 
miss any of this thing, you know.” 

“Keep your seat,” he says; “he is only just telegraphed, 
that is all,” 

“How?” 

‘That blast only means that he has been sighted from 
the signal-station. He is off Sandy Hook. The committees 
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will go down to meet him, now, and escort him in. There 
will be ceremonies and delays; they won’t be coming up 
the Bay for a considerable time, yet. It is several billion- 

miles away, anyway.” . 

“I could have been a barkeeper and a hard lot just as 
well as not,” says I, remembering the lonesome way I ar- 
rived,, and how there wasn’t any committee nor anything. 

“I notice some regret in your voice,” says Sandy, “and 
it is natural enough; hut let bygones be bygones; you went 
according to your lights, and it is too late now to mend the 
thing.” 

“No, let it slide, Sandy, I don’t mind. But you’ve "got a 
Sandy Hook here, too, have you?” 

“We’ve got everything here, just as it is below. All the 
States and Territories of the Union, and all the kingdoms 
of the earth and the islands of the sea are laid out here 
just as they are on the globe — all the same shape they are 
down there, and all graded to the relative size, only each 
State and realm and island is a good many billion times 
bigger here than it is below. There goes another blast.” 

• “What is that one for?” 

‘That is only another fort answering the first one. They 
■ each fire eleven hundred and one thunder blasts at a single 
dash — it is the usual salute for an eleventh-hour guest; a 
hundred for each hour and an extra one for the guest’s 
sex; if it was a woman we would know it by their leaving 
off the extra gun.” 

“How do we know there’s eleven hundred and one, 
Sandy, when they all go off at once? — and yet we certainly 
do know.” ' 

“Our intellects are a good deal sharpened up, here, in 
some ways, and that is one of them. Numbers and sizes 
and distances are so great, here, that we have to be made 
so we can feel them — our old ways of counting and meas- 
unng and ciphering wouldn’t ever give us an idea of them 
but would only confuse us and oppress us and make our 
, heads ache.” 


^ “Sandy, I nc 
tice that I hardly ever see a white angel; where I run acro 5 
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one white angel, I strike as many as a hundred miiiion 
'copper-colored ones — people that can't.speak English. How 
is that?" ; 

“Well, you will find it the same in any State or Territory 
of the American corner of heaven you choose to go to. 1 
have shot along, a whole week on a stretch, and gone mil- 
lions and millions of miles, through perfect swarms ,of an- 
gels, without ever seeing a single white one, or hearing a 
word I could understand. You see, America was occupied 
a billion years and more, by Injuns and Aztecs, and that 
sort of folks, before a white man ever set his foot in it. 
During the first three hundred years after Columbus’s dis- 
covery, there wasn’t ever more than one good lecture audi- 
ence of white people, all put together, in America — I mean 
the whole thing, British Possessions and all; in the begin-, 
ning of our century there were only 6,000,000 or 7,000,000 
— say seven; 12,000,000 or 14,000,000 in 1825; say 23,- 
000,000 in 1850; 40,000,000 in 1875. Our death-rate has 
always been 20 in 1000 per annum. Well, 140,000 died the. 
first year of the century; 280,000 the twenty-fifth year; 
500,000 the fiftieth year; about a million the seventy-fifth 
year. Now I am going to be liberal about this thing, and 
consider that fifty million whites have died in America 
from the beginning up to today — make it sixty, if you want 
to; make it a hundred million — it’s no difference about a 
few millions one way or t’other. Well, now, you can see, 
yourself, that when you come to spread a little dab of 
people like that over these hundreds of billions of nriles of 
American territory here in heaven, it is like scattering a 
tea-cent box of homeopathic pills 'over the Great Sahara 
and expecting to find them again. You can’t e.spect us to 
amount to anything in heaven, and we don’t — now that is 
the simple fact, and we have got to do the best we can. 
with it. The learned men from other planets and other 
systems come here and bang around a while, when they 
are touring around the Kingdom, and then go back to their 
own section of heaven and write a book of travels, and 
tlieygive America about five lines in it. And what dp they 
-say about us? They say this wilderness is populated with a 
scattering few hundred thousand billions of red angels, 
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with now and then a curiously complected diseased one. 
You see, they think we whites and the occasional mgger . 
•are Injuns that have been bleached out or blackened by 
some leprous disease or other — for some peculiarly ras- 
cally sin, mind you. It is a mighty sour pill for us all, _my 
friend — even the modestest of us, let alone the other kind, 
that think they are going to be received like a long-lost 
government bond, and hug Abraham into the-bargam. I 
haven’t asked you any of the particulars. Captain, but I 
judge it goes without saying— if my experience is worth 
anything — that there wasn’t much of a hooraw. made over 
, you when you arrived — now was there?" 

‘‘Don’t mention it, Sandy,” says I, coloring up a little; 

“I wouldn’t have, had the family see it for any amount you 
are a mind to name. Change the subject, Sandy, change the 
- subject." 

‘‘Well, do you think of settling in the California depart- 
ment of bliss?” 

■ ‘‘I don’t know. I~ wasn’t calculating on doing an)dhing 
really definite in that direction till the family come. 1 
thought I would just look around, meantime, in a quiet 
way, and make up my mind. Besides, I know a good many 
dead people, and I was calculating to hunt them up and 
swap a little gossip with them about friends, and bid times, 
and one thing or another, and ask them how they like it 
. here, as far as they have got. I reckon my wife want 
to camp in the California range, though, because most of 
her departed will be there, and she likes to be with folks 
. she. knows.” 

“Don’t you let her. You see what the Jersey district of 
heaven is, for whites; well, the Californian district is a 
thousand times worse. It swarms with a mean kind of 
leather-headed mud-colored angels — and youi\ nearest white 
neighbor is likely to be a million miles away. What a man 
mostly misses, in heaven, is company — company of his 
own sort and color and language. I have come near settling 
heaven once or twice on that ac- 

, ‘Well, why didn’t you, Sandy?” 

“Oh, various reasons. For one thing, although you see 
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plenty of wiiites there, you can’t imderstand any of them, 
hardly, and so you go about as hun;^ for talk as you do 
' here. I like to look at a Russian or a German or an Italian 
— I even like to look at a Frenchman if I ever have the 
luck to catch him engaged in anything that ain’t indelicate 
— but looking don’t cure the hunger — ^what you want is 
talk.” 

“Well, .there’s England, Sandy — the English .district of 
heaven.” ^ 

“Yes, but it is not so very much better than this end of 
the heavenly domain. As long as you run across English- 
men born this side of three hundred years ago, you are all 
right; but the minute you get back of Elizabeth’s time the 
language begins to fog up, and the further back you go 
. the foggier it gets. I had some talk with one Langland and 
a man by the name of Chaucer — old-time poets^ut 
it was no use, I couldn’t quite understand them, and they 
couldn’t quite understand me, I have had letters from 
them since, but it is such broken English I can’t make it 
out. Back of those men’s time the English are just simply 
foreigners, nothing more, nothing less; they talk Danish, 
German, Norman French, and sometimes a mixture of all 
three; back of them, they talk Latin, and ancient British, 
Irish, and Gaelic; and then back of these come billions 
and billions of pure savages that tallc a gibberish that Satan 
himself couldn’t understand. The fact is, where you strike 
one man in the English settlements that you can under- 
stand, you wade through awful swarms that talk some- 
thing you can’t make head nor tail of. You see, every, 
country on earth has been overlaid so often, in the course 
of a billion years, with different kinds of people and dif- 
ferent sorts of languages, that this sort of mongrel busi- 
ness was bound to be the result in heaven.” 

“Sandy,” says I, “did you see a good many of the great 
people history tells about?” 

“Yes — plenty. I saw kings and all sorts of distinguished 
people." ■ , , 

,“Do the kings rank just as they did below?” 

“No; a body can’t bring his rank up here, with him. Di- 
vine right is a good-enough earthly romance, but it don’t 


Captain Sionnfield's Visit to Heaven 357 

0 here. Kings drop down to the general level ^ soon as 
ley reach the realms of grace. I Imew Charles the Serond . 
ery weU— one of the most popular comedians m the £ng- 
ish section — draws first rate. There are better, of course-— 
people that were never heard of on earth — but Charles is 
Making a very good reputation indeed, and is considered 
a rising man. Richard the Lion-hearted is in the prize-ring, 
and coming into considerable favor. Henry the Eighth is 
a tragedian, and the scenes where he kills people are done 
to the very life, Henry the Sixth keeps a religious book 
stand.” 

“Did you ever see Napoleon, Sandy?” 

- “Often— sometimes in the Corsican range, sometimes in 
the French. He always* hunts up a conspicuous place, and 
goes frowning around with his arms folded and his field- 
glass under his arm, looking as grand, gloomy and peculiar 
as. his reputation calls for, and -very much bothered be- 
cause he. don’t stand as hi^, here, for a soldier, as he ex- 
pected to.*’ 

“Why, who stands higher?” 

“Oh, a lot of people we never heard of before — the shoe- 
maker and horse-doctor and knife-grinder kind, you know 
— clodhoppers from goodness knows where, that never 
handled a sword or fired a shot in their fives — but the sol- 
diership was in them, though they never had a chance to 
show it. But here they take their right place, and Caesar 
and Napoleon' and Alexander have to take a back seat 
The greatest military genius our world ever produced was 
a bricklayer from somewhere back of Boston — died during 
the Revolution — by the name of Absalom Jones. Wherever 
he goes, crowds flock to see him. You see, everybody 
knows that if he had had a chance he would have shown 
the world some generalship that would have made all gen- 
eralship before look like child’s play and ’prentice work.- 
But he never got a chance; he tried heaps of times to en- 
list as a private, but he had lost both thumbs and a couple 
of front teeth, and the recruiting sergeant wouldn’t pass 
him. However, as I say, everybody knows, now, what he 
would have been, and so they flock by the million to get a 
ghnipse of him whenever they hear he is going to be any- 
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where, Caesar, and Hannibal, and Alexander, and_ Napo- 
leon are all on Ms staff, and ever so many more, great gen- 
erals; but the public hardly care to look at them when he is 
around. Boom! There goes another salute. The barkeeper’s 
off quarantine now." 

Sandy and I put on our things. Then we made a wish, 
and in a second we were at the reception-place. We stood 
on the edge of the ocean of space, and looked out over the 
dimness, but couldn’t make out anything. Close by us was 
the Grand Stand — tier on tier of dim thrones rising up 
toward the zenith. From each side of it spread away the 
tiers of seats for the general public. They spread away for 
leagues and leagues — you couldn’t see the ends. They were 
empty and still, and hadn't a cheerful look, but looked 
dreary, like a theater before anybody comes — ^gas turned 
down, Sandy says: 

“We'll sit dov/n here and wait We'll see the head of the 
procession come in sight away off yonder pretty soon, 
now.’’ 

Says I; 

“It’s pretty lonesome, Sandy; I reckon there’s a Htch 
somewheres. Nobody but just you and me — it ain’t much 
of a display for the barkeeper.” 

“Don’t you fret, it’s all right. There’ll be one more gun- 
fire — then you’ll see.” 

In a little wMle we noticed a sort of lightish flush, away . 
off on the horizon. 

“Head of the torchlight procession,” says Sandy. - 

It spread, and got lighter and brighter: soon it bad a 
strong glare like a locomotive headlight; ifkept on getting 
brighter and brighter till it was like the sun peeping above 
the horizon-line at sea — the big red rays shot high up 'into 
the sky. 

“Keep your eyes on the Grand Stand and the mUcs of 
seats — sharp!” says Sandy, “and listen for the gunfire.” . 

• Just then it burst out, “Boom-boora-boom!" like a mil- 
lion thunderstorms in one, and made the- whole heavens 
rock. Tlien there was a sudden and awful glare of light all 
about us, and in that very instant every one of the millions 
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of seats was occupied, and as far as you could see in both; •. 
directions, was just a solid pack of people, ^ 

was all splendidly lit up! It was enough to take a bodys 

breath away. Sandy says: _ , , , 

“That is the way we do it here. No tune fooled away, 
nobody straggling in after the curtain’s up. Wishing is 
quicker work than traveling. A quarter of a second ago 
these folks were millions of miles from here. When they 
heard the last signal, all they had to do was to wish, and 
here they are.” 

The prodigious choir struck up; 


We long to hear thy voice. 

To see thee face to face. 

It was noble music, hut the uneducated chipped in and 
f spoiled it, just as the congregations used to do on earth. 

The head of the procession began to pass, now, and it 
was a wonderful sight It swept along, thick and solid, five 
hundred thousand angels abreast, and every angel carrying 
a torch and singing — the whirring thunder of the wings 
made a body’s head ache. You could follow the line of the 
procession hack, and slanting upward into the sky, far away 
in a glittering snaky rope, till it was only a faint streak in 
the distance. The rush went on and on, for a long time, and 
at last, sure enough, along com^s the barkeeper,- and then 
• everybody rose, and a cheer went up that made the heavens 
shake, I tell you! He was all smiles, and had his halo 
tilted over one ear in a cocky way, and was the most satis- 
. fied-looking saint I ever saw, Wiile he marched up the 
steps of the Grand Stand, the choir struck up: 

The whole wide heaven groans, 

And waits to hear that voice. 


There were four gorgeous tents standing side by side ii 
the plare of honor, on a broad railed platform in the cents 
Grand Stand, with a shining guard of honor roun 

this time A 

the barkeeper climbed along up, bowing and smUing t 
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everybody, and at last got to the platform, these tents were 
jerked up aloft all of a sudden, and we saw four nofale 
thrones of gold, all caked with jewels, and in the two 
middle ones sat old white-whiskered men, and in the two 
others a couple of the most glorious and gaudy giants, with 
platter halos and beautiful armor. All the millions went 
down on their knees, and stared, and looked glad, and burst 
out into a joyful kind of murmurs. They said; 

‘Two archangelsl — that is splendid. Who can the others 
be?” 

The archangels gave the barkeeper a stiff little military 
bow; the two old men rose; one of them said, “Moses and 
Esau welcome thee!” and then all the four vanished, and 
the thrones were empty. 

The barkeeper looked a little disappointed, for he was 
calculating to hug those old people, I judge; but it was the. 
gladdest and proudest multitude you ever saw — because 
they had seen Moses and Esau. Everybody was saying, 
“Did you see them? — did — Esau’s side face was to me, 
but I saw Moses full in the face, just as plain as I see you 
this minute.” 

The procession took up the barkeeper and moved on 
with him again, and the crowd broke up and scatt^ed. As 
we went along home, Sandy said it was a great success, and 
the barkeeper would have a right to be proud, of it for- 
ever, And he said we were in luck, too; said we might at- . 
tend receptions for forty thousand years to come, and not' 
have a chance to see a brace of such grand moguls as, 
Moses and Esau. We found afterwards that we had come 
near seeing another patriarch, and liltewise a genuine 
prophet besides, but at the last moment they sent regrets. 
Sandy said there would be a monument put up there, where 
■Moses and Esau had stood, with the date and circum- 
stances, and all about the whole' business, and travelers 
would come for thousands of years and gawk at it, and 
climb oyer it, and scribble their names on it. 
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Office of the Recording Angel 
Department of Petitions, Jan. 20 

Andrew Langdon 
Coal Dealer 
Buffalo, New York 

I have the honor, as per command, to inform you that your 
recent act of benevolence and self-sacrifice has been re- 
corded upon a page of the Book called Golden Deeds, of 
Men; a distinction, I am permitted to remark, \vhich is not 
merely extraordinary, it is unique. 

As regards your prayers, for the week ending the 19th, 

I have the honor to report as follows: 

1; For weather to advance hard coal 15 cents a ton. 
Granted. 

2. For influx of laborers to reduce wages 10 per cent. 
Granted. 

. 3. For a break in rival soft-coal prices. Granted. 

4. For a visitation upon the man, or upon the family of ' 
the man, who has set up a competing retail coal-yard in 
Rochester. Granted, as follows; diphtheria, 2, ‘1 fatal; scar- 
let fever, 1, to result in deafness and imbecility. Note. 
This prayer should have been directed against this subordi- 
nate’s principals. The N. Y. Central R. R. Co. 

5. For deportation to Sheol of anno^fing swarms of per- 
sons who apply daily for work, or for favors of one sort or 
another. Taken under advisement for later decision and 
compromise, this petition appearing to conflict with an- 
other one of same date, which will be cited further along. 

6. For application of some form of violent death to 

From Report from Paradise, Copyright, 1952 by The Mark 
Twain Company. 
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neighbor who threw brick at faniily cat, whilst the same 
was serenading. Reserved for consideration and compro- 
mise because of conflict with a prayer of even date to be 
cited further along. 

• 7. To “damn the missionary cause.” Reserved also — as 
above. 

8. To increase December profits of $22,230 to $45,000 
for January, and perpetuate a proportionate monthly in-. 
crease thereafter — ^“which will satisfy you.” The prayer 
granted; the added remark accepted wii reservations. 

9. For cyclone, to destroy the works and fill up the 
mine of the North Pennsylvania Co. Note: Cyclones are 
not kept in stock in the winter season. A reliable article of 
fire-damp can be furnished upon application. 

Especial note is made of the above list, they being of 
particular moment. The 298 remaining supplications classi- 
fiable under the head of Special Providences, Schedule A, 
for the week ending 19th, are granted in a body, except 
that 3''of the 32 cases requiring immediate death have been 
modified to incurable disease. 

This completes the week’s invoice of petitions known to 
this office under the technical designation of Secret Suppli- 
cations of the Heart, and which for a reason which may 
suggest itself, always receive our first and especial attention. 

The remainder of the week’s invoice falls under the head 
of what we term Public Prayers, in which classification we 
place prayers uttered in Prayer Meeting, Sunday School, 
Class Meeting, Family Worship, etc. These kinds of pray- 
ers have value according to classification of Christian 
uttering them. By rule of this office, Christians are divided 
into two grand classes, to wit: 1, Professing Christians; 2, 
Professional Christians. These, in turn, are minutely sub- 
divided and classified by size, species, and family; and fi- 
nally, standing is determined by carats, the minimum being 
1, the maximum 1,000. 

As per balance-sheet for quarter ending Dec. 31, 1847, 
you stood classified as follows: 

Grand Classification, Professing' Christian. 

Size, one-fourth of maximum. 
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Family, A of the Elect, Divisioa 16. 

Standing, 322 cai3.ts 6ns. _ , - 

As per balance-sheet for quarter 
lay, forty years later— you stand cl2^iB_e^_ -'-c 
Grand CiassificaHon, Professional Consu^ 

Size, she one-hundredths of masimum. 

Species, Human-Animal. 

Family, W of the Elect, Division 1547. 

, Standing, 3 carats fine. - . - . • 

I have the honor to call your attention to the taci. tna; 

you seem to have deteriorated. 

To resume report upon your Public Prayers — with the 
side remark that- in order to encourage Christians of your 
grade and of approximate, grades, it is the custom of this 
office to grant many thin gs to them which would not be 
granted, to Christians of a higher grade — partly because 
they would not be asked for: 

■ Prayer for weather mercifully teinpered to the needs of 
the poor and the naked. Denied. This was a Prayer-Meeting 
Prayer. It conflicts with Item 1 of this report, which was a 
Secret Supplication of the Heart. By a rigid rule of this 
_ office, certain sorts of Public Prayera of Professional Chris- 
tians ate forbidden to take precedence- of Secret Supplica- 
- tions of,the Heart - ■ 

Prayer for better times. and plentier food “for the hard- 
handed son of .toiT whose patient and exhausting labors 
make comfortable the homes, and pleasant the ways, of- 
' the more fortunate, and entitle him to our vigilant and 
effective protection from the wrongs and’ injustices which 
. grasping avarice would do him, and to the tenderest offices 
of our grateful hearts." Prayer-Meeting Prayer. Refused 
Conflicts srith Secret Supplication of the Heart No. 2. 

Prayer “that such as in any way obstruct cur 
ences may be generously blessed, both themsslv?;"''' 
their families, we here calling our hearts to wi:ce;s ■- 
weir worldly prosperity we are spiritually ~ 

)oys made perfect." Prayer-Meeting Prayer.-iV-V" 
lets with Secret Supplications of the Hsarr Nr 
Oh, let none fall heir to the pains c? ' ~ 

'Nords or acts of ours.” Family 
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minutes. in advance of Secret SuppHcation of the Heart 
. No. 5, with which it distinctly conflicts. It is suggested that 
one or the other of these prayers be withdrawn, or both of 
them modified. 

“Be mercifully inclined toward all who would do us of- 
' fense in our persons or our property.” Includes man who 
threw brick at cat. Family Prayer. Received some minutes 
in advance of No. 6, Secret Supplications of the Heart. 
Modification suggested, to reconcile discrepancy. 

“Grant that the noble missionary cause, the most pre- 
cious labor entrusted to the hands of men, may spread and 
prosper without let or limit in all heathen lands that do as 
yet reproach us with their spiritual darkness.” Uninvited 
prayer shoved in at meeting of American Board. Received 
nearly half a day in advance of No. 7, Secret Supplications 
of the Heart. This office takes no stock in missionaries, and 
is not connected in any way with the American Board. We 
should like to grant one of these prayers but cannot grant 
both. It is suggested that the American Board one be 
withdrawn. 

This office desires for the twentieth time to call urgent 
attention to your remark appended to No. 8. It is a chest- 
nut. 

Of the 464 specifications contained in your Public Pray- 
ers for the week, and not previously noted in this report, 
we grant 2, and deny the rest. To wit: Granted, (1), “that 
the clouds may continue to perform their office; (2), and 
the sun his.” It was the divine purpose anyhow; it will 
gratify you to know that you have not disturbed it. Of the 

• 462 details refused, 61 were uttered in Sunday School. In 
this connection I must once more remind you that we grant 
no Sunday School Prayers of Professional Christians of 
the classification technically known in this office as the 
John Wanamaker grade. We merely enter them as “words," 
and they count to his credit according to number uttered 
within certain limits of time; 3,000 per quarter-minute re- 

• quired, or no score; 4,200 in a possible 5,000 is a quite 
common Sunday School score among experts, and counts 

. , the same as two hymns and a bouquet furnished by young 
ladies in the assassin’s cell, e.xecution-moming. Your re- 
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niaining 401 details count for wind only. We bM&ch them 
and use them for head-winds in retarding the shi^ of 
improper people, but it takes so many of them to_ make an 
impression that we cannot allow anything for their use. 

. 1 desire to add a word of my own to this report. Wh^ 
certain sorts of people do a sizable good deed, we credit 
them iip a thousand-fold more for it than we would in the 
case of a better man — on account of the strain. You stand 
far away above your classification-record here, because of 
certain self-sacrifices of yours which greatly exceed what 
could have been expected of you. Years ago, wdien you 
were worth only $100,000, and sent $2 to your impover- 
ished cousin the widow when she appealed to you for help, 
there were many in heaven who were not able to believe it, 

’ and many more who believed that the money was counter- 
feit. Your character went up many degrees when it was 
shown that these suspicions were unfounded. A year or 
two later, when you sent the poor girl $4 in answer to an- 
. other appeal, everybody believed it, and you were the talk 
here for days together. Two years later you sent $6, upon 
supplication, 'when the widow’s youngest child died, and 
that act made perfect your good fame. Everybody in 
heaven said, “Have you heard about Andrew?’’ — for you 
are now affectionately called Andrew here. Your increas- 
■ing donation, every two or three years, has kept your name 
on. all lips,, and warm in all hearts. All heaven watches you 
Sundays, as you drive to church in your handsome car- 
riage; and when your hand retires from the contribution 
plate, the glad shout is heard even to the ruddy walls of 
, . remote Sheol, “Another nickel from Andrew!” 


But the climax came a few days ago, when the wide 
.wrote and said she could get a school in a far village t 
t^ch if she had $50 to get herself and her two survivin 
children over, the long journey; and you counted up la 
. month s clear profit from your three coal mines — $22 23 
^ certain profit for the current mont 

545,000 and a possible fifty~and then got down yoi 

Sm" H “ailed her fifteen who 

generous heart! There was not a dry eye in the realms < 
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him, along with outraged San Francisco, let us give him a 
chance — let us hear the testimony for the defense. 

He was a “well-dressed” boy, and a Sunday-school 
scholar, and therefore the chances are that his parents were 
intelligent, well-to-do people, with just enough natural vil- 
lainy in their composition to make them yearn after tlie 
daily papers, and enjoy them; and so this boy had oppor- 
tunities to leam all through the week how to do right, as 
well as on Sunday. 

It was in this way that he found out that the great com- 
monwealth of California imposes an unlawful mining-tax 
upon John the foreigner, and allows Patrick the foreigner 
to dig gold for nothing — probably because the degraded 
Mongol is at no expense for whisky, and the refined Celt 
cannot exist without it. 

It was in this way that he found out that a respectable 
number of the taxgatlierers — it would be unkind to say all 
of them — collect the tax twice, instead of once; and that, 
inasmuch as they do it solely to discourage Chinese immi- 
gration into the mines, it is a thing that is much applauded, 
and likewise regarded as being singularly facetious. 

It was in this way that he found out that when a white 
man robs a sluice-box (by the term white man is meant 
Spaniards, Mexicans, Portuguese, Irish, Hondurans, Peru- 
vians, Chileans, etc., etc.), they make him leave the camp; 
and when a Chinaman does that thing, they hang him. 

It was in this way that he found out that in many dis- 
tricts of the vast Pacific coast, so strong is the wild, free 
love of justice in the hearts of the people, that whenever 
any secret and mysterious crime is committed, they say, 
“Let justice be done, though the heavens fall,” and go 
straightway and swing a Chinaman. 

It was in this w^ that he found out that by studying one 
half of each day’s “local items," it would appe 
police of San Francisco were either asleep or de 
studying the other half it would seem that th 
were gone mad with admiration of the energy, 
the high effectiveness, and the dare-devil int 
that very police — making exultant mention of 
Argus-eyed officer So-and-so,” captured a wrch 



368 THE SKEPTICAL TWAIN 

of a Chinaman who was stealing chickens, and 'hfoughi:" 
him gloriously to the city prison; and how “the gallant 
officer Such-and-such-a-one,” quietly kept an eye on the 
movements of an “unsuspecting, almond-eyed son of Con- 
fucius” (your reporter is nothing if not facetious), follow- 
ing him around with that far-off look of vacancy and un- 
consciousness always so finely affected by that inscrutable 
being, the forty-dollar policeman, during a WJiking interval, 
and captured him at last in the very act of placing his hands 
in a suspicious manner upon a paper of tacks, left by the 
owner in an exposed situation; and how one officer per- 
formed this prodigious thing, and another officer that, and 
another \he other — and pretty much every one of these 
performances having for a dazzling central incident a 
Chinaman guilty of a shilling’s worth of crime, an unfor- 
tunate, whose misdemeanor must be hurrahed into some- 
thing enormous in order to keep the public from noticing 
how many really important rascals went uncaptured in the 
meantime, and how overrated those glorified policemen 
actually are. 

It was in tliis way that the boy found out that the legis- 
lature, being .aware that the Constitution has made America 
an asylum for the poor and the oppressed of all nations, 
and that, therefore, the poor and oppressed who fly to our 
shelter must not be charged a disabling admission fee, 
made a law that every Chinaman, upon landing, must be 
vaccinated upon the wharf, and pay to the State’s appointed 
ollicer ten dollars for the service, when there are plenty of 
doctors in San Francisco who would be glad enough to do 
it for him for fifty cents. 

It was in tins way that the boy found out that a China- 
man had no rights that any man was bound to respect; that 
he had no sorrows that any’ man was bound to pity; that 
neither his life nor his liberty was worth the purchase of 
a penny when a white man needed a scapegoat; that no- 
body loved Chinamen, nobody befriended them, nobody 
Sp.ircd them suffering when it was convenient :o inffici it; 
cveiy’body, individuals, communities, the majesty of the 
State itself, joined in hating, abusing, and persecunng these 
humble strangers. 
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And, therefore, what could have been more natural than 
for this sunny-hearted boy, tripping along to Sunday-school, 
with his mind teeming with freshly-learned incentives to, 
high and virtuous action, to say to himself: 

“Ah, there goes a Chinaman! God will not love me if I 
do not stone him.” 

■ And for this he was arrested and put in the city jail. 
Everything conspired to teach him that it was a high and 
holy thing to stone a Chinaman, and yet he no sooner at- 
tempts to do his duty than he is punished for it — ^he, poor 
chap, who has been aware all his life that one of the princi- 
pal recreations of the police, out toward the Gold Refinery, 
s to look on with tranquil enjoyment while the butchers 
if Brannan Street set their dogs on unoffending Chinamen, 
ind make them fiee for their lives.* 

, Keeping in mind the tuition in the humanities which the 
mtire “Pacific coast” gives its youth, there is a very sublim- 
ity of incongruity in the virtuous flourish with which the 
good city fathers of San Francisco proclaim (as they have 
lately done) that “The police aye positively ordered to ar- 
rest all boys, of every description and wherever found, 
who engage in. assaulting Chinamen.’’ « 

; Still, let ys be truly glad they have made the order, not- 
withstanding its inconsistency; and let us rest perfectly 
confident the police are glad, too. Because there is no per- 
imal peril in arresting boys, provided they be of the small 
and, and the reporters will have to laud their performances 
ust as loyally as ever, or go without items. 

‘.•I have many such memories in my mind, but am thinking just 
! present of one particular one, where the Brannan Street biiich- 
rs set their dogs on a Chinaman who was quietly passing with a 
iskct of clothes on his head; and while the dogs mutilated his 
»Ii, a butcher increased the hilarity of the occasion by knocking 
me of tlte Chinaman's teeth down his throat with half a brick, 
iiis incident slicks in my memory with a mote ma' 
y, perhaps, on account of the fact that I, was ' 

.a San Francisco journal at the lime, a 
blish it because it might offend some t 
it subscribed for the paper. 


The Wax Prayer 


(Dictated 1904 - 05 ) 

It was a time of great and exalting excitement. The country 
was up in anns, the war was on, in every breast burned the 
holy fire of patriotism; the drums were beating, the bands 
playing, the toy pistols popping, the bunched firecrackers 
.hissing and spluttering; on every hand and far down the 
receding and fading spread of roofs and balconies a flutter- 
ing wilderness of flags flashed in the sun; daily the young 
•volunteers marched down the wide avenue, gay and fine 
in their new uniforms, the proud fathers and mothers and 
sisters and sweethearts cheering them with voices choked 
with happy emotion as they swung by; nightly the packed 
mass meetings listened, panting, to patriot oratory which 
stirred the deepest deeps of their hearts, and which they 
interrupted at briefest intervals with cyclones of applause, 
the tears running down their cheeks the while; in the 
churches the pastors preached devotion to flag and country, 
and invoked the God of Battles, beseeching His aid in our 

I'roni Eutdpe and Ekezuhere, Copyright, 1923, 1951, by The 
Mark Twain Company. • 






